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By G. D. Armour 


CHRISTMAS EVE 


“God rest you, merry gentlemen, let nothing you dismay ” 
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By J. W. Schofield, R.I. 


From evening’s softly closing door So life shall close at last her door, : 

: The wind comes back to life once more, To open it on earth no more, ; 
i And cries to the stars in pain; And love shall entreat in vain; : 
: While the dark clouds fly When the days go by, i 
In the moonlit sky And the love-lights die, ; 

And the world lies awake for the rain. Then the heart lies awake for the rain. i 


HAROLD SIMPSON. 
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if ugh Grainger was spending Christmas with us, 
| and, as usually happens when he is present, the 
talk turned on the topics that concern the invisible 
vorld, which, though it is sundered from our material 
ane, sometimes cuts across it, and makes its presence 
rceived by strange and inexplicable manifestations. He 
ld that evidence of its existence, communications from 
» unseen to our mortal sense, were established beyond 
y doubt. 

“Ghosts, clairvoyant visions, true presentiments, and 
eams are all glimpses of the unseen,” he said. “Such 
ssages and messengers come from we know not where, 


and we know not how they come, but certainly they do 
come. Often the very act of communication appears 
difficult : those beyond the ken of our normal perceptions 
find it hard to get into touch with us, and often the 
messages get distorted or bungled in transit.” 

“So as to be quite trivial or meaningless,” said 


* someone. 


“That is so,” said he. ‘‘ But, again, sometimes the 
message seems to be rendered more convincing by the very 
errors it contains. Error is so likely in such a tremendous 
transmission. I heard a story at first-hand the other day 
which illustrates that very aptly.” 


‘Ghosts, clairvoyant visions, true presentiments, and dreams are all glimpses of the unseen”’ 
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There was an encouraging murmur of invitation, and 
Hugh drew from a drawer in the writing-table a sheaf of 
manuscript. 

‘I heard it in considerable detail,” he said, “and I 
have only turned it into narrative form: It just happened 
like this.” 

He sat down by the lamp, and read to us. 

Woollard’s Farm lay remote and solitary in the green 
lap of the Romney Marsh. Not a house stood within a 
mile of it as a bird would travel, and the curve of the 
farm road following the big drainage dyke made that 
distance half as long again for wheeled traffic. For a foot 
passenger, a couple of railed plank bridges. crossed the 
dyke, and by cutting off the curve made a directer route, 
but now,. in mid-winter, the flood water was high and the 
foot-bridges a-wash; deep pools lay in the: intervening 
pastures, and any who would go into Rye must make the 
longer circuit before he struck the high road. 

The farm took its name from the family which for two 
hundred years, so the tombstones in Brooklands churchyard 


mt 
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testified, had owned its once ample acres. To-day these 
acres were sorely dwindled, and dwindled, too, was the 
yeoman stock which had once more prosperously tilled it. 
The last proprietor of the diminishing line had begotten no 
son, and though one at least of his two daughters to whom 
he had left it had a masculine grip in her efficient manage- 
ment, they were both unmarried and middle-aged, and no 
doubt, at their death Woollard’s Farm, though it might 
retain its patronymic style, would pass into the hands of 
strangers. They knew of no other paternal relation except 
their Uncle Alfred, who was a town-bred man and would 
surely, if he survived them, sell this marsh-land property. 
There was more than an off-chance of this, for, twenty 
years younger than their father, he was but little their 
senior, and a gnarled, robust fellow. Often, indeed, had he 
urged his nieces to make the sale themselves, for houses 
such as theirs, with its spacious parlours, its solid oak floors 
and staircases, its pleasant brick-walled garden, were 
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fetching high prices in the market. There had been 
several inquiries lately at his house-agent’s office in Rye 
for just such a property, and he promised them a fine bid 
for it, and himself, no doubt, a fine percentage on the trans- 
action. He was considerably in need of some such piece 
of business, for times were bad and money scarce with him. 

But his hectoring persuasions had hitherto failed to 
convince his nieces; as long as they could get a livelihood 
out of the place, their affection for their home was im- 
pregnable to such suggestions. As for the loneliness of it, 
they were self-sufficient women, neither making friends 
nor needing them, undesirous of chatting neighbours, and 
content to get through the day’s work and be ready for 
the next. Lately affairs had gone very well with them: 
market-days at Rye and New Romney had enabled Ellen 
Woollard to amass a fat sheaf of notes from the sale of pigs 
and poultry, and a wallet, with a hundred and fifty pounds 
in it was, on this evening of Christmas Day, safely stowed 
in the secret cupboard in the panelling of the parlour at 
the farm. Next week there were substantial purchases to 
be made at the Ashford market, and for that reason she 
had not paid her notes into the County Bank at Rye. 
Ready money, to be paid down then and there, made the 
best bargaining at a market, and 
i to deposit and draw out again 
cates. from the bank meant a half-day 
twice occupied with the excursion. 

The two sisters lived with the 
utmost simplicity: they kept no 
servant, except a girl whom they 
had allowed to go for two days of 
Christmas holiday to her family 
in Rye; she, with Rebecca Wool- 
lard, the younger of the sisters, 
did the cooking and house-work, 
while Ellen was busy all day with 
outdoor affairs. In general, they 
ate and sat in the big lattice-pane! 
kitchen, but to-night, in honour of 
the festival, Rebecca had made 
ready the parlour, and here, after 
their supper, when doors were 
locked and windows curtained, 
they spent the evening among the 
Christmas tokens of holly and 
evergreens with which she had 
decked the room. On other even- 
ings she would be busy with sew- 
ing and household mendings, while 
Ellen, tired with her out-door 
activities, dozed by the fire, but 
to-night a cheerful, talkative idle- 
ness occupied them, the sober glow 
of past memories, and, in spite of the shadows of middle 
age, optimistic gleams for the future. 

“Yes, that was a rare good sale last week at New 
Romney,” said Ellen. “ There’ll be enough and to spare 
for the new linen you say you want.” 

Rebecca held up her thin hands to the blaze; pretty 
hands they were, but weak and irresolute. 

“Well, I like that!” she said. “Fancy talking of the 
new linen I say I want! Why, there’s more patches in 
the tablecloth than weaving, and as for the sheets, I only 
ask you, Ellen, to look at them before you get into bed. 
Not that it’s any good to ask you that, for I’m sure you ‘re 
half asleep always before you turn your bedclothes down.” 

“And you’ ve been sleeping better lately, Rebecca, 
haven’ t you ?”’ said her sister. 

“T’ve certainly lain EE less. But such dreams as | 
have now all night long! They fairly scare me sometimes, 
and I think I’d sooner lie tossing and turning and hearing 
the weary clock striking than go through such adventures.” 

Ellen laughed. 

‘Dreams are all a pack of rubbish,” she said, fit to 
smile about and forget as you dress in the morning. I can 
dream, too, if it comes to that, for it was only last night as 


“Now we'll have no 
witnesses!’ he cried"’ 
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I thought Uncle Alfred came here with a couple of bailiffs 
and told us we must quit, for we couldn’t pay our taxes; 
we were sold up and he'd bought the place. Why, if 
there’s any sense in dreams, they go by the opposite. If 
I paid any heed to them, I should say that meant that 
the farm would prosper next year as it never did before. 
The thought of all that good money in the cupboard there 
was what made me dream so contrarily.” 

Rebecca pursed her lips with a gloomy shake of her 
head. 

“T see a deal of truth in your dream, sister,’ she said. 
“Certain and sure it is that if Uncle Alfred had a chance 
he’d turn us out of the farm, be the means foul or fair.” 

“Maybe, but that wasn’t my dream, Rebecca. : I 
dreamed he did turn us out, and there’s little likelihood of 
that with all going so well. But he’s a disagreeable man, 
that’s sure. Such an answer as he sent me when I asked 
him to take his Christmas dinner with us to-day, and bide 
over the holiday.” 

“T. wonder at your asking him year after year like 
that,’ said Rebecca. “He don’t want to come, and the 
Lord knows we don’t want him. Would you be the 
happier if Uncle Alfred was 
sitting with us now, finding 
fault with this, and scolding 
at that, and wanting us to be 
quit of the farm, and go to 
live in some mucky town 
where there’s not a breath of 
fresh air from year’s end to 
year’s end, and never a fresh 
egg to eat, and the washing 
coming back all chawed up 
and yellow, and nothing but 
the gabble of neighbours all 
day? No, give me Uncle 
Alfred’s room sooner than 
his company, and thank you 
kindly.” 

The mention of Uncle 
Alfred always made Rebecca 
rage; Ellen was ready to have 
done with the obnoxious sub- 
ject. 

“Well, we won't bother 
with him, nor he with us,” 
she said. “But he’s father’s brother, Rebecca, 
and it is but decent to bid him spend Christmas 
with us. To be sure there are pleasanter things 
to talk about. Your house linen, now; twenty 
pounds you shall have to lay out on it, and any 
bits of things you want, and that will leave me 
enough to get such pigs and hens as the farm hasn't been 
stocked with for the last five years. And who knows that 
before the year turns there won’t come along some 
bright young fellow to court you ve 

This was a long-standing joke, that, like sound wine, 
seemed to improve with years. It set Rebecca laughing, 
for, indeed, she was no more of a marrying sort than her 
sister, and presently afterwards they made the fire safe 
with regard to flying sparks, and went up to the raftered 
bedchamber, where they slept together. 

Ellen, as usual, was the first to be down next morning, 
and, with the girl away, she lit the kitchen fire and put the 
kettle to boil, while she prepared the feed for her chickens. 
It was very dark still, for though the sun was risen, the sky 
was thick with leaden clouds, moving heavily in a bitter 
north-east wind, and promising snow. Her face was 
worried and troubled; she looked sharply from time to 
time into the dark corners of the room and out of the 
latticed panes, for despite the scornful incredulity she had 
expressed last night on the subject of dreams, a vision so 
hideously and acutely real had torn her from her sleep that 
even now she was up and dressed and actively engaged 


one could not shake herself free from the horrid clutch 
of it. 


‘On the threshold, 
framed against the fast- 
falling snow, stood a man in khaki"’ 
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She had dreamed that she and her sister were sitting 
in the parlour after nightfall on Boxing Day when a 
tapping came at the front door, and going to open it 
she found on the threshold a soldier dressed in khaki, who 
begged a night’s lodging, for outside a hurricane of snow 
was raging, and he had lost his way. In he came, pushing 
by her before she had bidden him to enter, and he walked 
straight down the passage and into the parlour. She fol- 
lowed him, and already he was breaking in with the butt 
of his rifle the panelled door of the cupboard which con- 
tained her money. It crashed inwards beneath his blows, 
and he put the fat wallet of notes into his pocket. ‘‘ Now 
we'll have no witnesses,” he cried, and next moment, with 
a swing of his rifle, which he held by the barrel, he had 
felled Rebecca with a terrific blow on the head, and there 
she lay bloody and battered on the floor. Then true night- 
mare began, for Ellen, trying to flee, found she could stir 
neither hand nor foot. She gave a thin, strangled cry as 
once more the murderous weapon was swung for the blow 
which she knew would crash down on her head, and with 
the shock of that mortal agony she awoke. 

Busy herself as she might, Ellen could not shake off 


the convincing reality of the nightmare. It was not of 
dream-texture at all; it was on another plane, vivid and 
actual as the fire she had just lit or the bitter wind that 
whistled and rattled the panes. The thing had never 
happened, but it was of the solid stuff of reality. It was 
in vain that she reasoned with herself, and snapped an 
unconvinced finger: just here by the door she stood and 
saw the tall figure framed against the driving snow, and if 
none of this had happened, fulfilment would come to it... . 
Then a foot on the stairs recalled her, and here was Rebecca 
coming down to prepare their breakfast on the morning of 
Boxing Day. It would never do to speak of this to her 
sister ; it would scare her silly. 

Rebecca went about her work in silence, laying the 
table and cutting the rashers. She had no spoken word 
for Ellen’s greeting, but only a mumbling movement of her 
lips, and her hands were a-tremble. She bent over her 
work, so that Ellen got no clear sight of her face, and it 
was not till they were seated at the table, with a candle 
burning there, that sbe got a comprehensive look at it. 
And what she saw made her lay down her knife and fork. 

“Goodsakes, what’s the matter, Rebecca ?”’ she asked. 

Rebecca raised her eyes; there sat in them some name- 
less and abject terror. (Continued on p. viii) 
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The chaps says there's summat about it 
that's queer ; 

There's sighs of a night and squeakin’s by day, 

Be it witches at work or goblins at play. 


Ee Holt in the hollow, deep, eerie, and drear, 


Il. ; 
Dew hangs on the thorn, the clear air’s sweet 
and still, ba 
There's a murm'ring low : the soft song of the rill ; 
The pale sun tints the woods with russet and gold, 
Green velvet beyond is the sweep of the wold. 


“ Covert ‘wick ! Covert ick! Yoi! Over! Over!” 
Hounds get the office: and fly into cover! 

There's funny folk stirring! There’s goblins afoot ! 
A scent that's like brimstone and sulphur to boot ! 


There's whisp'rings and flittings and flapping of 
wings, 

A creeping, a crawling, and slinking of ‘' things,” 

A hooting, a screeching, a stealthy, soft tread 

That frightens and troubles the hounds as they 

spread ! Phase 


Farmer Bates, drivin’ home from market one night, 
A blue fox jumps out with his brush all alight ! 
The old mare ran away for three mile on end, 

An’ upset Farmer Bates in the Ditch at the bend! 
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The Master 'e says as we're all.on us daft! 
‘Not draw Pixie Holt, 'cause o' witches?” he 
laughed ; 

“A nice pack o' fools all who started this scare, }} 
“I'd draw if all Hell and the devils were there!” | 


A ghostly hand grabs 'im behind ev'ry thorn; 
Tom says as a devil got hold of his nose, 

And Harry was black, blue, and yellow from 
blows ! 


i 
Dick, all of a tremble, can scarce blow his horn, i 
it 


Puss darts from her form under Ravager’s nose, (| 
A pheasant whirrs up from his bed of repose. 
‘War’ ‘are, Whisperer! You, Wanderer, war’ 

‘ ” 
are! 


The pop o' Dick's thong you'd a’ heard in Mayfair! 


‘“Thim People,’’ the elves, brown men of the bracken, 
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Green folk o' the trees, fair skeered by the crackin’, ‘ 

Quick warning they give to Tod, Reynard, and Vic: “. 

“There's mortals about! Fly, good comrades, fly : IV. f 
quick ! “Then haste you, good Charles, neither dawdle 

‘ , a ; tay y 

‘‘ Puck's gone to Monte, Titania to Cannes OY The eee yi ; p 

of 4 e, , e ghost of a - ‘ER 

< Her spouse to Biarritz, dumb the sweet pipes o' Pan: ‘And So oatin Sierond 5 Toon, Dok ant tlahep ; 

| But we, your good mates, our strict watch are keepin’, ““Quick! Go for your life ! There's no time to j 
We're sentinels true, both wakin’ and sleepin’ ! tarry !”? : f 
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Believe it or not, when they threw up amazed, 

A squeaky voice says—and tt struck us fair dazed: 
‘‘ He'll give you a hunt just as oft as you will, 
“ But a Pixie Holt Fox you never will kill! 


‘Fin, feather, and fur, the green beetles and bats, 

““ Stoats, field-mice and weasels, the badgers and 
rats, 

‘Moths, lizards, and frogs in our old fairy haunt, 

“Our true subjects are—So, foul mortals, 
avaunt!”’ 


Lady Vic's in the earth at the foot of the rocks ; 

He scorns any dug-out; he's bold Reynard the 
Fox ! 

One ear cocked to port, the t’other to starboard, 

No greater gamester the Holt has e’er har- 
boured | 
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Hark! There's a challenge; a faint touch of 
the horn; 

A note, lightly flung, on the still air is borne. 

‘Speed, Charles, speed away, a find for a 
ransom ; 

‘‘The verdict's endorsed by Heartless and 
Handsome, 


“Robber and Ranter, and the whole pack of 
‘em, 

‘Towlin' and tearin', Dick at the back of 'em; 

““Crashin'’ and smashin’ through briar and 
brake, 

““Huick forrard away! Charles, your life is 
the stake !”’ 
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A cracker begad, for an hour of the best, 

A splitter, me lad, de'il a bit of a rest! 
Ran him to view, he’s done like a dinner; 
Then vanished in air as I'm a@ poor sinner ! 


FA 


VIL. 
Tom and Dick were transfixed, Ranter tucked in his 
tail, . 
Then sat down and howled, e’en the Master turned 
pale ; 
Queer squeaks in the air, a blue jay at us mocks, 
Gibbers and chuckles; but no sign of our fox! 


It came over dark; it blew hard and poured ; 

The Yaller Gal flashed ; and the Black Man he roared; 
“We'll quickly go home,’’ said the Master to Dick, 
“Til hunt any fox, but I won't hunt Old Nick!” 


* * * 


Old Jarge, comin’ home in the dead o’ the night 

By dark Pixie Holt, just a-shakin’ wi’ fright: 

“‘A zummat be’oind that theer tree that O1'll swear, 
“Tt wasn't no fox and it wasn’t an 'are. 


“It snaps at Oi vicious and choomps its great jaws, 

“It barks and it ‘owls and puts eout its long claws; 

“TI roon and I roon, though me knees feerly shook ; 

“There'll be no more 'untin’ from old Pixie Nook!” 
* * * 


The Holt in the hollow’s deep, eerie, and drear, 
There's no doubt there’s summat about it that’s queer ; 
The sighs of a night and squeakin’s by day, 

Are them witches at work, them goblins at play! 
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“THE GONDOLIERS” 


In the centre, Miss Bertha Lewis as the Duchess of Plaza-Toro; on the left, Henry A. Lytton as the Duke of Plaza-Toro; and 
on the right, Sydney Granville as Guiseppe 


NEDMAN 


some of them, like Strephon, half fairies, 
some of them comic, like Pooh-Bah, or plain- 
tive like Jack Point, but they have excelled 
their rivals by making the figures dance 
to the gayest, the most charming music. 
These creations, whom shallow critics have 
= called puppets, live and move, because, so 
4 4 far from being individual oddities, the chil- 
dren of a peculiarly whimsical imagination 

which seemed to make the world 
Ir 


o you believe in fairies? Every Christ- 
mastide Peter Pan puts the question 
to his friends ‘‘in front,” to be an- 

swered on the instant by an unhesitating 
“Yes!” piped by the children from stall to 
gallery in a breathless treble ; while 
the child, which is in every grown- 
up, would like to swell the chorus if 
it could only let itself go—which, 
being British, it finds it difficult to do. 

But, of course, we believe in 
fairies, because life would not be 
possible without them; and though 
foreigners think we are a _ prosaic 
people, we have, as a matter of fact, 
filled the 


turn topsy-turvy, they are really 
types for all time, in which each 
generation of playgoers instinctively 
recognises something of its essential 
self; and one and all are impressed 
on the 


world with memory 
them— by a 
not ne- [} motive 
cessarily melody 


fairies which haunts the 
like hearer for the 
Puck course of his 


natural life. 
That, indeed, is 
where Gilbert 
and Sullivan 


and Tin- 
ker Bell, who is 
merely heard and 
never seen, but 
creatures born of score — literally 
nimble brains, and metapho- NERMAN 
charming, gay, hu- rically — over 
morous, even at all other crea- 
times pathetic. We tors of fairy- 
have peopled the dom. Shak- 
waste places with MR. LEO SHEFFIELD spere and 
them, immortal As Don Alhambra Scott and 
figures, from the Dickens, for 
Good Wife of Bath down through instance, had to do without 
drolls, like Falstaff, Bottom, and any such aid. 

Micawber, to figures like Robin- If Gilbert's pedigree cannot 
son Crusoe and Gulliver, Tristram be traced, as some have sug- 
Shandy and Tom Jones, Sir Peter gested, to the great Elizabethan 
Teazle and Tony Lumpkin, Mrs. traveller, Sir Humphrey Gil- 
Gamp and Mrs. Poyser, Alice in bert, who certainly possessed 


NERMAN 


Wonderland, and Peter Pan—all Bab’s passion for exploring 

of them more or less criticisms strange worlds, and showed, in 

of life. And with the passing his proposal to erect an aca- 

NERMAN years the long guewe lengthens. demy in London for the educa- 

That is why we love Gilbert tion of royal wards, something 

MR. SYDNEY and Sullivan, for not only have of the same whimsicality, his 
GRANVILLE they created crowds of such spiritual descent is really far MISS ELSIE GRIFFIN 

As Guiseppe figures, some of them pure fairies, longer. It goes back in all its As Rose M: ybud 


10 


No. 1170A, NovEMBER 30, 1923] 


fine fastidiousness to Aristophanes, though its sense of 
topsy-turvy was all Gilbert's own, so strongly marked that 
it simply cannot be imitated, for no man was ever 
more unique than Gilbert. 

Indeed, I some- 
times think he must 
have been descended 
from fairies; that he 
was on as friendly a 
footing with trolls as 
was Peer Gynt. He 
certainly lived 
and moved ina 
world of fairy 
folk long before 
he set them 
dancing to Sul- 
livan’s songs. 
Eager to share 
the pleasure of 
their company 
with more pro- 
saic people, he 
set them racing 
to most inge- 
nious jingles 
during the sixties of 
last. century into the 
pages of “Fun,” 
where you recognise 
the germs of H.M.S. 
Pinafore in seven 
different ballads—Cap- 
tain Reece, the Baby’s 
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MR. HENRY 
A. LYTTON 


As Ko-Ko Vengeance, General 
John, Lieut. - Colonel 
Flare, the Bumboat 


Woman's Story, Joe 
Golightly, and Little Oliver. Similarly, Patience traces 
to the Rival Curates, Jolanthe to the Fairy Curate and to 
the Periwinkle Girl, and The Yeomen of the Guard is 
indebted to Annie Pro@ theroe and to Phcebe. 

His next plan 
was to put them on 
the stage. He had 
already gone part 
of the way by 
visualising them 
in humorous _illus- 
trations after the 
manner of Thacke- 
ray, but he set him- 
self definitely to 
learn the difficult 
art of the theatre, 
which many literary 
men never manage 
to master, writing 
no fewer than 
thirty-one pieces— 
most of them wholly 
forgotten — before 
he produced Trial 
by Jury, and thirty- 
six before he tackled 
The Sorcerer, in 
1877. It is well to 
recall these facts 
because they show 
clearly that what 
seems sO easy in 
the Savoyard series 
was the result of 
that unceasing pre- 
paration which the 
real artist, starting 
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MISS ELSIE GRIFFIN 
As Yum-Yum 
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with no matter how great a gift of invention, has to go 
through before he can produce his best. 

If Gilbert, however, had written 
only plays in prose or in rhymed coup- 
lets, he would 
perhaps have 
been _ forgot- 
ten; if he had 
relied solely 
on the Bab 
Ballads he 
would have 
been remem- 
bered like 
Calverley. 
He needed a 
musical  set- 
ting to get him 
fully going; 
indeed, his 
work cla- 
moured for a 
composer; 
and, luckily 
for us, © the 
magic wand 
of a particularly wise 
fairy brought him into 
contact with Arthur Sullivan, 
his junior by six years. From 
that moment both of them 
became immortal. The two 
men, so different from one another 
in appearance and, in some 
aspects, in temperament, were 
simply made for one another; 
they were complementary as few 
collaborators have been, or, as Maurice Baring has said, 
almost in a Gilbertian way, they were just like a seidlitz 
powder—though which was the blue and which the white 
paper no man can determine. Certain it is, no combination 
before nor since has been so fortunate. Just think how 
much more Mozart might have done if he had 
had a Gilbert instead of a preposterous dolt like 
Schikane- 
der—a. col- 
laboration 
exactly like 
harnessing 
Eclipse to 
a coster’s 
spavined 
donkey. 
IASiej tenis: 
Gilbert’s 
extraordi- 
narily dex- 
Lee} 9 (oS) 
verse in- 
stantly 
suggests 
Sullivan’s 
setting of 
it, while 
Sullivan’s 
music as 
instantly sets one re- 
peating Gilbert's 
words. The pair must 
constantly have inter- 
acted upon one _ another 
exactly as they do on us 
who listen to them both. 

But something more was 
needed to place the won- 
derful collaboration before 
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playgoers, and that something was 
found in the management of Richard 
D’Oyly Carte. Just what that in- 
volved it is very difficult to say, for 
management by its very essence is 
less articulate than authorship, and 
D’Oyly Carte was a_ peculiarly 
modest man, and has left no record 
of his subtle share in the enterprise. 
We may safely say, however, that 
it involved a finely imaginative sym- 
pathy and an intelligent anticipation 
of the authors’ aims, along with 
consummate tact*in handling human 
nature, so necessary in building up 


a company of players. Whatever Mr. Carte’s contribution, the 
result was a perfect combination, expressed in Gilbertian strain 


by a recent jingler :— 
Partners in a perfect art, 
Gilbert, Sullivan, and Carte: 
Making G. and S. and C. 
Three in one and one in three. 
If to G.’s. responsive rhyme 
S. would bring the charming chime, 
C. with wonderful finesse 
Brought success to G. and S. 
S. at work alone with G. 
Might have made us wait; and C., 
Minus G. and missing S., 
Might have failed us more or less, 
But the trio, G., S., C., 
Magnetises you and me. 
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maze of melody which usually in opera completely obscures the 
words, though in other people’s operas that is of less importance, 
because the words as often as not simply don’t matter. Thus 
the Savoy was our first real school of acting, and it remains 
to this day our only school of operatic acting. 

One of the most characteristic aspects of Savoy opera is 
this—that Gilbert and Sullivan knew exactly what they wanted, 
and that, having found it and inculcated the precise interpreta- 
tion, they stuck to it definitely, instead of leaving it in the usual 
haphazard way to comedians who write it as they go along, 
“Working up” their parts, as it is called, with their own gags. 
The result is that, in seeing a Savoy opera to-day, you find it 
presented exactly as the authors in- 
tended, which is surely wholly right, 
for the authors knew best. Thus, 
though you may never have seen 
George Grossmith or Rutland Barring- 
ton, Rosina Brandram or Jessie Bond, 
Durward Lely or Richard Temple, you 
see in their stage descendants, coming 
down through such players as C. H. 
Workman, George Thorne, or Fred 
Billington to Henry Lytton, and the 
present D’Oyly Carte Opera Company, 
just what Gilbert and Sullivan 
wanted you to see; and, further- 
more, you get perfect team-work. 

The necessity foi 
this peculiar technique 
remains just as strong 
as it was in the day 
of Gilbert, who in 
sisted on it with mar 
tinet exactitude; and 
luckily, the training o 
the company is still i 
the hands of a man 
who himself graduate 
at the Savoy, wi 
knew Gilbert, Sulliva: 
and Carte intimate]: 
and who is lost 
admiration of t! 

(Continued on 6. xviii 


The fourth great factor in the development of Savoy opera 
was the creation of players who could act and sing it, and, 
although Gilbert himself was a first-rate stage manager and 
producer, D’Oyly Carte played a very important part in getting 
and keeping—interpreters. It was essential that the players 
should be trained from the very foundation, for Savoy opera, 
depending as it does on a unique kind of humour and on libretto 
in which every word and note were meant to tell, demanded a 
wholly new technique in presentation. To begin with, players 
had to be trained to speak the language with perfect enunciation, 
for otherwise Gilbert’s mosaic-like lines could not be fully appre- 
ciated. Moreover, they had to be trained to do so through the 
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CHRISTMAS IN OLD CHELSEA. 


BY GORDON NICOLL 


DUBARRY’S 
LOVELY 


PERFUME 


: ee Nero AS A XMAS GIFT WILL 
A PERFUME font VI BE A TREASURED 
OF MYSTIC ¢ POSSESSION 
LOVELINESS 


A DELIGHTFUL perfume, 
possessing in the highest 
degree that indefinable 
something which governs a 
woman’s preference in the 
choice of a perfume of 
refinement and individuality. 


Price : 


In artistic crystal 
bottle, as illustrated 
below, 


21/- 


Smaller sizes in 
plainer bottles, 


8/6, 10/6, & 17/6 


In the same Perfume the following preparations are issued, all suitable 


as dainty, delighiful, inexpensive Gifts. IN CRYSTAL 
BOTTLE 


POUDRE DUBARRY BATH a 
The De Luxe Face Powder. Rachel, DUSTING POWDER ae 
Naturelle, etc. Delightful for application after the bath 
Price 4/9 per box. Caskets 3/6, 5/- & 8/6 
PERFUMED 
eae ee TABLETS OF BATH 
oulet soap of perfect purity S ALTS 
Price 7/6 per box Water-softening, refreshing 
of 3 tablets. Price 4/6 per box of 12, 


Supplied by high-class Chemists and Stores. If any difficulty is experienced in obtaining, 
the makers will be pleased to send, with sender's card enclosed, if desired, post free on 
receipt of remittance. 
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Campbell Studios 


MISS KATHLEEN MARTYN 


The famous ex-Ziegfeld Folly and present film star, who has been re-engaged for her original part in the New York production 
of ‘‘ Sally,” at the New Amsterdam Theatre 
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A TALE OF THE 
By H. J. SMITHSON. 


asil Maher was sitting on one of the lockers in the 

B dressing-room at Aintree. There was still nearly 

an hour to go before the National was run, but his 

valet had asked him to pass early, so he had weighed out, 

and now there was nothing to do but sit quiet before the 
race. 

There were few people in the room at the moment, some 
had not yet come in to change, and the rest were watching 
the flat racing; Basil felt no desire to go out, so he sat and 
thought. The strains of “And her mother came, too,” 
came faintly into the room. It set him thinking. How 
different was the last time on which he could remember 
hearing this tune played. It brought him back to a lovely 
summer's evening in June of last year, when he had been 
sitting out with Mary Fermanagh at a dance in Carlton 
House Terrace. How well he remembered it all, the 
beautiful warm night, the lights of the Mall, the music in 
the distance, and above all the girl sitting beside him. 
A remarkable girl was this Lady Mary Fermanagh. 
Beauty, with charm, money, and a long line of ancestors, 
all were hers. She had been given the five talents of the 
parable, and every chance of turning them into ten, but 
she had gone racing instead, and racing was uppermost in 
her mind when Basil had asked her to marry him, and she 
had said she would if he would win the National. 

Basil had laughed the confident laugh begotten of 
champagne, and told her he would have no difficulty about 
that. © 

The autumn came, and he began to ride again ; somehow 
the aspect seemed very different to what it had at Carlton 
House Terrace. He began to dread those rides, and hated 
the very name of racing. The climax had come at 
Kempton. He had been riding the favourite and had been 
beat by a very inferior animal, and, worse still, Mary had 
seen the very indifferent, not to say funking, show he had 
put up. She had laughed at him afterwards, told him that 
he would be better on a rocking horse. He had lost his 
temper, had said things back, and in short they had cut off 
any chance of an engagement there might have been. He 
had gone home that night, sad in a way but inwardly rather 
relieved that no longer would it be incumbent on him to 
ride. 

At last he could give up racing altogether; he could 
turn to something else more useful and more profitable, and 
as to the loss of the girl, he had had so many disappoint- 
ments racing that he had got quite used to disappointments, 
so perhaps he did not care as much as some men might 
have done. He had gone to bed, but had woken up in the 
middle of the night, and try as he would he could not get 
to sleep again. In desperation, he had got up, gone to the 
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NATIONAL. 
Illustrated by GILBERT HOLIDAY. 


It was Aristotle’s 
This, at any rate, would be dry enough to 


bookshelf, and taken a book at random. 
“ Ethics.” 
induce sleep. 

He had opened it at the page which dealt with the brave 
man and the coward. He read, and then for the first time 
he saw himself as he really was, a coward! He tried to 
console himself with all the dopes that are being handed 
out to-day. Mentality, nervous breakdown, temperament, 
and all the other names, but he knew the old Greek was 
right when he said a man was what he made himself. And 
then he read on, how a man could become brave, and again 
he knew that the old philosopher had hit the nail on the 
head. It was not by taking tonics, it was not by going to 
the Harley Street specialists, but it was by doing individual 
brave actions that you would get the habit of bravery, 
and in time the habit would become your character. 

He put the book down, and lay and thought for a long 
time. He determined to make an effort to overcome his 
weakness ; he prayed as he had never prayed before that he 
might be given the strength to do so. He had started the 
the next morning by riding one of his hunters over all the 
timber on his farm. He had ridden all the rough ones 
schooling. Many times he had been within an ace of 
chucking it all up. He had felt he could not go on with it, 
but he had held on, and within a month he had become 
more or less used to it, and he had begun to ride winners. 
And then this February success had followed success. 
The sporting scribes, who before had very thinly veiled 
their success, were now hailing him as the greatest amateur 
since the days of the Beasleys. 

At the end of the month he had been approached by 
one of the leading bookmakers to ride his horse, the Patri- 
cian, in the National. He had gladly accepted. March 
had passed in a blaze of glory. Hehad won the National 
Hunt on his own horse, he had won the National Trial 
Chase at Gatwick on the Patrician, and from that day the 
horse had become favourite for the National. 

But last night he had woken up with the old terror back 
with him again. Try as he would he could not get rid of 
it. He had got up early and ridden a school over a few 
fences in the hope of shaking it off, but it had not done so. 
It had been with him all the time in the train, when he had 
been forced to listen to a white-whiskered veteran in his 
ninetieth year telling interminable tales of Captain Becher. 
The same terror was with him still. But now the room 
was full, and his thoughts were cut short by a ginger-haired 
professional slapping him on the back, and saying, “ Buck 
up ‘guvner, it is not as bad asall that. I always enjoy 
my ride in the National better than any other in the year. 
Basil didn’t answer him, but considered him either a liar or 
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mad. The trainer of the Patrician came in and took his 
saddle. Afterwards another wait of a few minutes, and 
an official entered with “Time for next race, jockeys 
please.” Basil felt at that moment that he would willingly 
have changed places for life with that big fat man with the 
beery voice and thirsty moustache. He walked out towards 
the saddling ring. On the way he passed Mary Fermanagh. 
She seemed as if she wished to stop and talk to him, but 
he felt inclined to speak to no one, so he had smiled and 
hurried on. He caught a glimpse of the white-whiskered 
one, who had evidently seen him, making towards him, but 
he had hastily got under the rails into the ring, and for the 
time was safe. He felt at this time that another tale of 
Captain Becher would drive him stark staring mad. 

He found the trainer ; they had a few words about how 
be should ride the race, and then he was thrown upon the 
Patrician. An old racing hand, Tomkinson by name, was 
leading him round. Basil had known him well 
in the past, when they had often ridden together. 
They circled twice round the paddock, then out 
into the course for the parade. His brain again 
began to work. With all its faults, there was 
something really rather wonderful about this 
steeplechasing. It was one of the few things 
in life as he had known it that really brought 
all classes together. 

In front of him was riding Jim Murphy, 
a stable boy pure and simple, and behind 
him was Lord Dullingham, a member of 
Parliament, brilliant 
writer, heir to the Duke 
of _Newmarket. To- 
night Dullingham 
would be Ki 
dining at <A 
one of 
the great 
houses in 
the neigh. 
bourhood, 
a nedeeshye 
would be 
meeting 
Royalty there. At the 
same time J. Murphy, 
somewhere Wigan way, 
would probably have his 
head out of the horse 
box shouting abuse at 
the railway porters for 
not sending him on 
quicker. Yet at this 
moment they were both 
equal in the eyes of the 
crowd, with a shade of 
preference for J. Mur- 
phy, whose horse had 
been backed. Basil would have considered it more remark- 
able still could he have seen the Duke of Newmarket, 
ex-Viceroy of India, and Murphy senior, a cabman in 
Manchester, slowly wending their way together to the 
last fence. With a contemptuous reference to the riding 
of the present day, they had dismissed their sons from the 
conversation, and they were back on that afternoon in 
the early eighties when they dead-heated for third place in 
the same race, back with Garrit Moore and the Liberator, 
with E. P. Wilson and Voluptuary, with Bill Daniells and 
Gamecock. They had forgotton all the cares of the 
moment, the gout and the rheumatism, and they were back 
again snatching for a few minutes all the joys of those 
glorious days that were gone for ever. Basil looked at the 
stand and its occupants and wondered why they were all 
there. The National was not a race to bet on; nine years 
out of ten it was not even a good spectacle. And then the 
real reason came to him. This contest was one in which 
only a fit man and a fit horse, and further, a courageous 
man and a courageous horse, could hope to score victory. 
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‘Saw the earth rise up to meet him”’ 
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These were the qualities above all others that had 
originally given man the dominion over the beasts of the 
field ; these were the qualities by which Sparta had con- 
quered Athens; these were the qualities which had put 
England first among the nations of the world, and were 
the qualities which she would have to continue to practise 
if she was to continue to keep her place. 

It was to see an example of these qualities that men 
had crossed continents to see Jeffries and Johnson fight 
for the Championship of the World, and it was for this 
same reason that the thousands were at Liverpool to-day. 

e His thoughts were cut short by Tomkinson saying, 
Are you right, sir? Good luck.” He cantered past the 
stand down to the post. The starter announced that there 


was still two minutes before he could let them go, and he 
began to talk to a professional who hunted in the same 
country as he did. 


What sort of a day had they had 
last Wednesday, and the 
reply came, ‘Good,’ and 
then began a _ lengthy 
description of the hunt. 
But long before they 
had caught the fox, the 
raconteur had suddenly 
turned his horse round 
and was away like a 
greyhound out of the 
slips. Basil did the 
same, and was not a 
length behind him. How 
the Patrician pulled over 
those first few hundred 
yards to the first fence! 
Basil felt as if his arms 
would be pulled out of 
their sockets. The horse 
took off what seemed 
yards from the obstacle, 
hit it hard, shot Basil up 
his neck, caught him 
again, and was galloping 
on to the next. The 
mistake steadied him, 
and he jumped the next 
perfectly. And so they 
ran on to Becher’s. The 
man who always en- 
joyed his ride in the 
National was leading, 
his copper head and 
flame cap shining like 
a helio in the March 
sun, but here his day’s 
work was done, for as 
he landed over the fence 
Basil saw him on the 
floor in the middle of 
a crowd of horses like a football in a scrum. 

He felt a sort of savage satisfaction; he had always 
hated a fire-eater. The canal turn, a glimpse of the masses 
on the canal bank and stand, Valentine’s Brook, with its 
drop that seemed bottomless, the Patrician’s quarter hitting 
him on the back, all seemed to pass as if in a quick dream. 
He was riding with confidence now, and for the first time 
for years was really enjoying his ride. The magnificent 
jumper he was on was measuring his fence accurately 


every time, and was making them seem like hurdles. 


The Chair jump, and two down just in front of him; the 
water, and then he took stock of the company with him. 
Jim Murphy was in front with a lead of half a dozen 
lengths; those magnificent riders, the brothers Montgomery, 
side by side, riding as coolly and confidently as if in arm 
chairs, just in front of him and Dullingham, and two more 
just behind them. This was all that was left of those 
thirty-five who had faced the starter only five minutes ago. 
The pace was slower than in the first round. At 
Becher’s the younger Montgomery fell. There was only 
(Continued on p. 24) 
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apparently four in it now with a chance. Jim Murphy 
stil] in front, Basil and the surviving Montgomery together, 
just behind, and something again not far behind them. 
They ran on in this order to the ditch after Valentine’s, 
when Basil joined Murphy in the lead. They came on to 
the racecourse together into the second last fence together, 
but here Murphy's mount hit the top, blundered on his 
head and nose, and Murphy was on the ground. Basil 
was leading. Only one more fence to go, and the National 
was won. It was not yet. He had reckoned when Jim 
Murphy fell that bar a fall he had the others beat. Half 
way between the two last fences he knew he was wrong. 
Once again on his left he saw the head of Montgomery’s 
horse, and on his right the dark features of the French 
jockey, Taylor. They were racing now in dead earnest. 
He drove his horse up to the last fence, felt in the last 
few strides he was meeting it wrong, made matters worse 
by trying to make him take off, saw the earth rise up to 
meet him, felt a crash as if a dozen sandbags were hitting 
him on the head. 


Basil had felt stunned for a moment. He vaguely 
supposed the Patrician’s head must have come in contact 
with his own, but there was not much time to sup- 
pose anything. ; 
The main point 
was they were 
galloping on, 
and though 
Montgomery 
and the French- 
man were only 
about ten 
lengths in front, 
yet long as the 
run in might be, 
it was a terrible 
lot of ground to 
make up. His 
mount had been 
a bit tired be- 
fore, but he felt 
like a five-fur- 
long horse now, 
and he himself 
felt strangely 
strong, too. He 
caught a fresh 
holdof his horse 
and went in pur- 
suit. Ina flash 
the distance 

-between the 
leaders les- 
sened. Two hundred yards from home he was at their 
quarters ; could see Montgomery sitting down in his saddle, 
his horse in a grasp of iron, being ridden home by the 
strongest hands in Europe could see the Frenchman 
sitting forward, motionless, but his whip sounding like 
a repeating revolver. Basil produced his own whip. A 
lightning one, two, was level, was clear, and the post 
was passed ! 

A thrill ran through him from head to toe. He had 
won the National. The dream of a lifetime, a dream that 
had seemed only a few months ago so certain to have 
cheated the grasp, had come true. He rode into the 
paddock, and his thoughts turned to what he should do 
to-night to celebrate the victory. 

He could go home, go to bed, and get up fresh to ride 
the Plebeian, belonging to the same owner, in the Champion 
Chase to-morrow. The plan was quickly discarded. 
Surely he had done enough; he could assume his character 
had become. brave. Then he had been asked to a large 
coming-of-age ball that night. Mary Fermanagh would 
be there. Perhaps she would look on him favourably now. 
He thought she had looked on him favourably as he passed 
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her in the paddock before he got up. But then he 
thought of his numerous acquaintances who had entered 
the solemn state of matrimony. 

Getting into a new house, dictatorial cooks and very 
possibly nurses, later the family to the seaside. Not at 
any rate, just yet. And then he thought of London. He 
would wire a few of his friends to come and dine; he 
could get slightly inebriated and tell them all about it. He 
could catch the 4.15 easily, and would have time to see 
the doctor and ask him about his head. He must have 
had a crack on it, for somehow he felt strange, and also 
there seemed to be strange people about the paddock. 
That old man, for instance, over there, with the white 
beard was strangely like his grandfather, and there were 
others who did not seem to fit in somehow. And what 
was Tomkinson doing running off in the other direction 
instead of coming to lead him in. 

He shouted at him, but it had no effect, and he rode in 
by himself to the place appointed for the unsaddling of the 
winner. Another strange man appeared out of the crowd 
to hold the horse while he unsaddled, and standing by him 
was a man named Humphreys, who had been riding with 
success when he had started to ride, and who, so he 


_ thought, had been killed at some meeting in the South just 


Yes, he must be a bit concussed, and he 
would certainly 
see the doctor 
after weighing- 
aig Isl © 
’walked 
into the 
weighing 
room and 
got on the 
scales. The 
chair did not 
move. He 
asked the clerk 
of the scales 
why he couldn’t 
put on the right 
weight, but 
there was no 
reply. He was 
asking him 
again, this time 
in sharper 
tones, when he 
felt a tap on the 
shoulder and 
heard Hum- 
phreys saying, 
- “Come off, sir; 
he has done it 
on you, the same 
as the old devil did it on me at Maidstone.” And then he 
knew! He got off the scales and came face to face with his 
grandfather; heard once more his cheery voice saying 
“Well ridden, my boy. Captain Becher was. telling 
me ” In death they were not divided. 


before the war. 


““ Tomkinson walked 
sorrowfully back to the 
stands”"’ 


When the Patrician had taken the lead, Tomkinson, 
for once, had lost control of himself. He was bellowing 
his horse’s name as the winner. His joy was soon turned 
to indescribable sorrow when he saw both the Patrician 
and his rider down at the last fence and both lying 
ominously still. A little way off the fallen horse he met 
the ambulance. A knot of people were standing round 
with their hats off. Tomkinson took off his hat, too. He 
would have liked to have stopped, but his business was 
with the horse, and he went on to where another crowd 
was standing round the prostrate animal. He saw at a 
glance that his neck was broken. There were tears in his 
eyes when he roughly told the gaping spectators to stand 
back. They stood back. Tomkinson took off the saddle 
and bridle, also the bandages, and walked sorrowfully back 
to the stands. 
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“The chariest maid is prodigal enough 
If she unmask her beauty to the moon.” 
—‘' HAMLET,” 
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The longest day must have an end, 


The longest lane a turn. 
—W. H. OGILVIE, 


By Lionel Edwards 
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A “HIGHLAND CHRISTMAS BOX. 


A STUDY IN TEMPTATION 


By Bert Thomas 
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Yevonde, Victoria Street 


Shae INVEEATION: 


An artistic photographic study, in which the models were the well-known revue and musical-comedy actress, Miss Meum 
Stewart, and Mr. Reynolds 
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A SANDSTORM IN THE LIBYAN DESERT 


Ah, wind thou hast lain with the desert, 

I know her savour well, 

And the spices wherewith she scents her breasts— 
She who has known such countless lovers 

Yet rarely borne a city among her sands— 
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Thou comest as one from a night of love, 

Thy breath is broken and hard— 

Bringing echoes of lonely things, 

Vast and cruel, that the soft and golden sands 

Buried beneath thin ripples so long ago. 
—LAURENCE Hope, 


Abbe 
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THE GOOD TURN. 


BY WILL OWEN 
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“LTE. WINTER COMES!!!” 


BY RENE VINCENT 
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Prince Charming in History Series 
—No. 3. 
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PRINCE CHARLES—later 
Charles II. Born 1630. Fought 
with his Father, Charles I., 
against the Parliament, at 
Edge Hill in 1642. On the down- 
fall of his Father he fled to 
France, returning to friends in 
Scotland in 1650 to make his wn- 
successful invasion of England 
in 1651. His Army was routed 
at Worcester by Cromwell, from 
whom he escaped by hiding in 
the famous Oak Tree at Bos- 
cobel. He again fled to France, 
and was invited back in 1660, 
and crowned King of England. 
He died in 1685. 
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Dorothy Wilding, Old Bond Street 


MISS DOROTHY DICKSON 


ading lady in ‘‘ The Beauty Prize,” at the Winter Garden, 
Dorothy Dickson’s delightful personality and her artistic 


The most recent photograph of the beautiful young actress who is the le 
in which she has made her customary and inevitable success. Miss 
dancing, clever acting, and singing have done much to make this musical comedy the success that it is 
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THE LARK AND FHE SHEEP. 


YONES, ASCRATCH PLAYER, WHICH THE COMMITTEE HAD MOUNTED ANO 
WITH ONE OF HIS MIGHTY HUNG IN THE CLUB SMOKING ROOM 
DRIVES KILLED A LARK 


SOMETIME LATER BROWN, 
HANDICAP 24. MADE THE 
DRIVE OF HIS LIFETIME 


AND BROWN RESIGNED BECAUSE THE COMMITTEE “ABSOLUTELY REFUSED TO 
HAVE IT MOUNTED AND HUNG IN THE CLUB SMOKING ROOM 


BY ALFRED LEETE 
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THE NIGHT OF THE BALL 


Boots (in Irish Hotel): Mary! Mary! 
siven and coax the stout lady’s dress ? 


Drawn by G, D, Armour 


HE Colonel] had only two types of stories—one con- 
cerning his amorous adventures, the other his 
adventures while tiger shooting. It was guest night 

in the mess, and the Colonel, as was his wont, began to tell 
an exciting story of an encounter with a wounded tigress, 
which sprang at him before he could reload and bore him 
to the ground. At the critical moment an orderly entered to 
report that the G.O.C. wished to speak to the Colonel on 
the telephone, and he was therefore compelled to break off 
abruptly. He was absent for about ten minutes, and on his 
return had forgotten which of his favourite stories he had 
been telling. ““ What happened, Colonel ?” asked one of the 
guests. “You were telling us of your dangerous situation.” 

Oh, I kissed her,” responded the Colonel airily. She 
simply couldn’t resist me, and we dined together that evening. 
Her husband never knew.” 

2 ‘eg XZ 

e had been a martyr to very severe toothache for several 

days, and chancing to run across an old friend who had 
just returned from his honeymoon with a young and charming 
wife, he asked him if he knew of acure for it. “ Well, old 
chap,” said his friend, “I had toothache last week, and when 
I went home my wife kissed me, and do you know it cured it 
completely. Why don’t you try it?’’ “That’s a splendid 
idea,” said the sufferer. “ Is your wife at home now?” 

xe XZ 4 


t the time when the fortifications of Heligoland were 
being destroyed by order, a British cruiser was on duty 
in the North Sea. Two A.B.’s were leaning over the rail 
smoking and conversing when a distant crash and the sound 
of reverberations literally shook the air. “‘ Blimey, Bill!” 
said one of them, turning to the other, “watcher fink that 
was?” “TI dunno,” replied Bill laconically ; “ mark falling 
again, I expect.” 


Will ye go above to number 
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A Few Stories 


Abrobos of the “tact”? which is proverbial among 
members of the police force, a certain author tells 
the following story. His house is in rather a lonely 
spot, and some time ago, when he was writing after 
midnight in his study, which is on the ground floor, he 
heard a gentle tap at the hall door. As the rest of the 
household had retired for the night, the author himself 
opened the door, and found a jovial-looking constable on 
the doorstep. “ I saw the light, sir,” he explained, “and 
thought I’d remind you that your window is open.” 
“Thanks,” said the writer; “will you have a bottle of 
beer?” The offer was gratefully accepted, and the 
same policeman called about a week later at the same 
time, when the same thing happened. After this the 
author was away from home for a period, but on his 
return there came the usual gentle knock, but this time 
the policeman was a stranger. “Excuse me, sir,” he 
said, saluting politely, “I don’t wish to disturb you, but 
.my pal who used to be on this beat told me to remind 
you about your study window once a week. He got 


the beer. 
This is one of Mr. George Robey’s stories. The lady 
was choosing a hat. After trying on nearly every 
hat in the shop, she pounced with glee on one lying 
on the counter. “ How will this do?” she asked as 
she tried it on. “ Perhaps it’s not very stylish, do you 
think?” Her-friend sniffed. “I call it thoroughly 
dowdy,” she said. The other tried it at» another angle. 
“Tt zs rather dowdy,” she said. “I won’t take it after 
all.’ Then a voice behind her said very bitterly: “If 
you've quite done with my hat, I should rather like 
to put it on.” (Continued on p. 48) 
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Drawn by Alfred Leete 


Plumber (acting as best man at the wedding of his mate): We 
can’t get on with this job, ’Arry; I’ve forgotten the ring, and 
I'll ’ave to go back for it 
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OUR VIELACE FIRE 
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BY MARY BAKER 
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it up in some old curiosity shop near the Strand, and 

carried it home in triumph—now it sat tilted up 

against the inkstand in Trelawney’s study, its narrow 
eye-holes squinting sideways at the firelight, the round red 
cap on its head a little askew. One wisp of coarse black 
hair hung straight each side of the long thin face, dull 
yellow-brown in colour, creased with a thousand lines and 
wrinkles ; a huge gilt tassel swung from the cap’s crown, 
and the thin-lipped mouth was bitterly sardonic. Maisie 
Trelawney, bride of a year, stood with her pretty brows 
wrinkled in obvious disfavour, regarding it with a doubtful 
finger at her lip, the bright light shining on her curly 
hair. 

“Jack! Another horror—what a beastly old face !”’ 

Trelawney laughed uproariously as he slipped an arm 
round her shoulders, rising white and round above her black 
velvet dinner-gown. 

“Horror! Oh, Maisie, you’re incorrigible! Will you 
never have any sympathy with my craze for oddities ? ” 

She turned a bright face up to him, and tip-toed for a 
kiss. The fire crackled and flared suddenly, and threw an 
odd shadow across the pale sardonic face of the mask, 
almost like a sudden smile, fleeting and cruel. Maisie 
slipped an arm inside her husband’s as she turned again to 
look at the new purchase. 

“Sympathy? Jack, you know I love some of your 
oddments, but this is, somehow, not very appealing—to 
me at any rate! Sorry, dearest! As long as you like 
it, it doesn’t really matter, and certainly, as a piece of 
work, it’s frightfully clever. An unpleasant face, I think, 
but immensely well done. Is it Chinese ?” 

“T don’t know,” Trelawney admitted. ‘‘ The old villain 
who sold it to me didn’t seem to know much about it—or 
wasn't in a communicative mood. I got it absurdly cheap, 
too, only a fiver, and it’s obviously worth much more. 
Asa matter of fact, I fancy it’s stolen goods, at any rate 
the old chap seemed deuced anxious to get rid of it, and 
jumped at my offer. Wish now I’d offered three quid!” 

Maisie shook her head. 


lL: was a horrible thing, really. Jack Trelawney picked 
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“I’m not—it was cheap, I admit, but anyway he seemed 
satisfied. If you’d beaten him down I shouldn’t have liked 
it. But somehow I don’t think TARE eos 
“What don’t you think, you funny shrimp?” Tre- 
lawney’s tone was very tender as he kissed the tiny frown 
between her eyebrows. 

“T don’t quite know,” she said, doubtfully, “ but anyway, 
I rather wish you hadn’t bought it, dear. I have a rather 
funny feeling about it—I don’t like the look on its face 
when the firelight catches it sometimes.” 

The flame flared again, and Trelawney released his wife 
with a rather irritated little shrug. 

“Really, Maisie! I never thought you were super- 
stitious—anyway, I’m sorry I ever got the thing, since it 
seems to get on your nerves so. I can sell it again if you 
like.” 

His tone was edgy, and Maisie looked a trifle hurt. 

Of course not, Jack—what nonsense! But you 
always like to hear just what I think—or you always 
said so. a 

There was an edge in her tone, too, and Trelawney 
hastily changed the subject. 

“T like your frock, 
to-night ?”’ 

She nodded, sinking into a big leather chair and lighting 
a cigarette. 

“Only Miles. He rang up to say he’d got the Staff 
appointment he wanted, and was only waiting orders to 
go abroad now, so might he come and talk it over with us 
to-night.” 

“Miles—good scheme! I haven’t seen the old chap 
for weeks. All right; I’ll go and change.” 

The door slammed, and the room was silent, save for 
the occasional leap and purr of the flames flickering up the 
chimney. It was a charming room, cosy and well furnished, 
lined with books, an antlered head or two over the door and 
fireplace, heavy velvet curtains shutting out the cold wind 
that whistled outside, and a thick Persian carpet, wonder- 
fully coloured, on the polished floor. A regular man’s 
room, the room of a well-bred Englishman of rather bookish 


Maisie. Anyone coming 
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tastes, the only incongruous 
note struck by the mask that 
now rested on the table facing 
the fire, its lined sallow face 
oddly and unpleasantly alive in 
the dancing lights and shadows. 
Maisie glanced at it again over 
her shoulder and shivered a 
little. 

A horrible thing—she 
loathed it—and Jack was sure 
to insist upon its being put up 
in the drawing-room, a lovely 
room stacked with curious and 
beautiful things, mostly Orien- 
tal, from Trelawney’s many 
wanderings. 

Many were presents 
from Miles, too—her cousin, 

a burly, shy soldier to whom 

she had always been a se- 

cond sister. The bell rang 
sharply, and Miles himself 
was shown into the room, 
his square, good-humoured 
face still red from the sharp 
wind. Maisie sprang from 
her seat and held up her 
charming face for the usual 
kiss. At the same moment, 
as he bent towards her, the 
man’s eyes caught the mask, 
and with a sudden exclama- 
tion he raised his head, 
without kissing her. 
“By Jove—what an ex- 
traordinary thing! ” 
He picked up the mask, studying 
it intently, regardless of Maisie’s 
pout—then, as she flounced into a 
chair again, put it down with a half- 
embarrassed little laugh. 
“Sorry, May! That wasn’t very 
polite, I admit, but all of a sudden I 
saw this thing, and it almost looked as 
if—well, as if it was laughing. 2B 
His tone turned suddenly shy, and his 
‘3 ‘ nonest blue eyes, always so completely 
frank and open about his affection for her, 
looked oddly troubled; looking away, he 
sat down opposite her and fumbled for 
his tobacco pouch, awkward and embar- 
rassed. Maisie herself fell silent—how 
often and often, before Jack, before anybody, had she not 
kissed Miles, with the same frank, happy affection that 
she would have shown towards a real and only brother 
—now suddenly, this one kiss not kissed seemed to 
have changed the whole position. Extraordinary—-why 
had she never felt this consciousness of sex before 
towards Miles ? She was no child, in this her radiant 
twenty-sixth year, and he an experienced soldier 
of thirty-two. The silence grew heavy between 
them till, resolutely shaking his 
broad shoulders, the man laughed 
and turned the old smile of frank 
good - fellowship upon her, his 
white teeth gleaming in the 
firelight. 
“Tell me, May, where did old 
Jack pick up this recent horror ?” 
‘I’m so thankful you think 
US a horror, too!” The girl laughed in return as she 
answered. “ He got it in some old shop in the Strand— 
you know, the same he got the Algerian knife and those 
Chinese coffee cups from. Coffee cups, now, they re nice, 
useful, charming things—but this ! ’ 
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Miles’ thick fair brows were knitted. 


“Strand? Not near the corner of Southampton 
Street ? a 
Yes. Why? Maisie was alert at his tone. Miles 


reached out a hand behind him and fished up an evening 
paper. MRustling over the pages, he turned to a paragraph, 
and folding the paper up, passed it over, a brown thumb 
marking the place. The two heads were bent over the 
paper, close together, brown short hair against a tangle of 
fair curls, and Jack Trelawney, entering quietly at the 
door, stood silent, suddenly struck by a thought that had 
never entered his happy, straightforward head before. It 
was an unworthy thought, and he scouted it on the moment, 
hot with anger at himself, and strode into the circle of the 
firelight, a cheery greeting on his lips. But the thought 
had been there—and was to come again. Miles turned a 
delighted grin to him, and Maisie sprang up and caught 
him by the arm, waving the crumpled paper. 

“Jack! Isn’t this your old man—this thing, I mean ?”’ 

The paragraph was headed “ Shocking Murder,’ and 
Trelawney’s brows went up as he read. The police, 
hearing groans, had forced their entrance into the back 
room of the little antique shop where he had purchased the 
mask, barely half-an-hour after he left it, and found the 
wife of Schroeder, the old proprietor, dying from a dozen 
knife-thrusts from an old Moorish dagger. 

According to the doctor, she must have been dying at 
the moment he purchased the mask. With a faint feeling 
of sickness, Trelawney remembered that he had subcon- 
sciously noted the old man’s hasty and furtive glances at 
his hands once or twice during the transaction. He must 
have come to attend Trelawney straight from the awful 
deed—no reason given, except that the neighbours said 
that recently the old couple, once devoted, seemed to have 
done nothing but quarrel. Old Schroeder was dazed, 
vague, seemed scarcely to realise what he had done. 
Committed for trial” . 

“Good God, how eimetie| 1? Tre- 
lawney put down the paper with hands 
that were none too steady. “That’s 
really too awful ; the po- 
lice must just have come 
in only a few minutes 
after I left. 
I never 


“ 


“The two heads were bent 

over the paper, close to- 

gether, brown short hair against a tangle 
of fair curls” 


heard anything—she must have been—oh, Lord, it’s 
ghastly. The old brute! I wish I’d known! And he 
must have come straight out to serve me with this 
thing.” 
Oh, throw it away; throw it away!” shuddered 

(Continued on p. 46) 
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Maisie. “It’s awful! Fancy what it may have seen! He 
brought it out from the room behind, didn’t he?” 

Trelawney nodded. 

“T went in to ask about a carved screen they had in 
the window—he knows I like oddities, and he said he'd 
like to show me this. No, I won't get rid of it, 
May. It’s an ugly story, but in a sense it adds to the 
dramatic value of the thing; that’s nothing to what it must 
have seen in the old days, if it is, as I suspect, a sacri- 
ficial mask.” 

Maisie turned away with a shrug, and led the way to 
the dining-room. 

“ Well,” she said over her pretty shoulder, “do as you 
like, of course, but, personally, I can’t congratulate you on 
your taste, Jack. Come on, Miles.” 

Dinner was a rather constrained meal. Maisie, pre- 
sumably by way of marking her displeasure with her 
husband, talked mainly to Miles, who, unconscious of the 
strain, ate hugely, laughed bluffly, and talked cheerfully all 
through the courses, to Trelawney’s increasing annoyance ; 
he and Miles had always before been inseparable chums, 
and the younger man’s cheery, good-tempered humour, one 
of the joys of life—now that same humour was getting 
steadily and slowly on his nerves; and, heavens, how that 
perpetual “ha! ha!” maddened one! Trelawney wished 
to goodness Maisie wouldn’t laugh at all his futile jokes 
—damn it, she was looking amazingly pretty in that black 
velvet thing; it was his frock—he’d given it to her—she 
was his wife—and she should know it, should be made to 
know it if necessary. Why should he pay for frocks that 
were palpably being used.to attract other men ?—why should 
Maisie sit tilting her face up towards Miles in that fashion 
that always drove men mad ?—oh, well, women were all 
alike, jades every one—never mind—we shouldsee! With 
a sudden shock of nausea and anger at himself, Trelawney 
pulled himself sternly together and joined in the talk; but 
Maisie was still annoyed, and was so frigid that he relapsed 
into silence again, and played moodily with his bread till 
she gave the welcome signal for release. 

Afterwards, in the drawing-room, a return of the ugly 
mood seized Trelawney, and he insisted on bringing the 
mask into the drawing-room. Miles was genuinely inte- 
rested, and the two men sat studying the thing and dis- 
cussing it for a long time, but Maisie chose to consider 
it—as indeed it was!—a deliberate “slap back”’ 
behaviour at dinner, and was correspondingly aloof and 
disagreeable. 

At last the suppressed acrimony of the situation 
reached even Miles’ none too perceptive brain, and he 
relapsed into awkward silences, until the GEE uncom- 
fortable evening ever spent in the Trelawneys’ cheerful 
house drew to a close, and with 
a barely supressed sigh of relief 
Miles Burnaby rose to his feet 
and held out a large hand to his 
host. 

“Well, must be getting along, 
old man. Thanks for another 
awfully cheery evening ’’—the lie 
fell like a plummet into the wait- 
ing silence, and Miles hurried on. 


“Hope this priceless old chap 
you've got here isn’t going to 
bring you the rotten luck he 


seemed to land on old Schroeder 
andi@oxlie sao: 

“TI sometimes wish, Miles,” 
said Trelawney very distinctly, 

“that you would learn to talk a 
little sense for a change.’’ 

Miles’ open mouth of astonish- 
ment was a study, but Maisie 
intervened. 

“Jack’s got the black dog on 
his back to-night—all because I 
hate his ugly old mask,” she said 


for her ~ 
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sweetly. “I’m afraid you've had a rotten time, 
Miles, you poor dear, with us two in a state of sup- 
pressed hostility all the evening! Never mind—next time 
we'll choose an evening when Jack’s away | Kiss me, 
Miles!” 

Her charming face lifted towards the soldier’s in ‘the 
firelight, and Trelawney turned suddenly away, sick with 
the wave of red fury that surged up—and this was sure 
enough. The kiss that passed between the two who had 
loved each other so long and well, as brother and sister love, 
was no longer the frank and innocent thing it had been till 
this night, when they. kissed under the baleful shadow of 
the mask. . 

Standing at the table, his head bent, Trelawney heard 
Miles cross the room, say “ good-night,’” and slam the 
door. Turning, he surveyed his wife, her slim satin-shod 
foot on the kerb, humming a contented little tune as she 
stared into the fire. 

“Maisie.” His voice had an 
odd harshness, carefully controlled. 
“Maisie. I won’t have you kiss 
Miles again. D’you hear ?”’ 

The toss of her head was unmis- 
takable, and there was a hint of steel 
in her voice as she answered : 

“My dear Jack! Isn’t it 
rather late in the day to try 
and come the early Victorian 
husband over me? I’ve always 
kissed dear old Miles—I should 
not dream of hurting his feelings 
by stopping now for no reason!” 

“You don’t seem to 
mind hurting mine by 
doing it!” retorted the 
man. 

“Nor you mine 
by refusing to throw 
away things I hate, 
like this old mask!” 
Maisie responded 
swiftly. “It doesn’t 
matter now, though 
—as a matter of 
fact, I’ve changed 
my mind. I rather 
admire the thing; in 
its horrible way it’s 
rather decorative. 
I’m going to hang it 
over the fireplace in 
(Continued on p. xiij 


“With a great effort he opened his eyes"’ 
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MISS GERTRUDE LAWRENCE AND MR. NOEL COWARD, IN “LONDON CALLING!” 


The newest André Charlot success at the Duke of York’s Theatre. These photographs were taken exclusively for this paper. 
Miss Gertrude Lawrence is one of the props and stays of the production, and Mr. Noel Coward is part author, and also plays in 
the revue 
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mingham had resumed his seat, a 
working man in the audience got up 
and inquired from the chairman if 


he might ask a question. The re- 
quest was readily granted. “What 
I want to know is this: Is Mr. 


Chamberlain going to tax my food ?” 
Voice from the back of the hall: 


“Sit down, you silly ass; he ain’t 
going to tax thistles !”’ 


4 SS Se 


Ne sooner had the speaker risen to 

address the political meeting 
than he was interrupted by a man 
at the back, who kept shouting, 
“Mr. Brown! Mr. Brown! We 


MOTOR-RACING AMENITIES, AS IMPORTED FROM U.S.A. 


want to hear Mr. Brown!” At 
last the chairman called out, “ Will 
that gentleman kindly sit down. It 
is Mr. Brown who is trying to 
address the meeting.” “‘ That Mr. 
Brown,” said the interrupter. “ Why, 
that’s the cuss who gave me half-a- 
crown to holler !”’ 


Drawn by G. D. Armour 


Driver (coming down to start): Say, Bo’, I reckon you’ better keep outa my light when I 


get busy; the last insec’ like that I hit had to be wiped off a the wall with gasoline 


A FEW STORIES—cont. 


Amos the stories told by “ Quex ” is the following. The 

clergy sometimes find that their preaching is pro- 
ductive of gratifying, if slightly unexpected, results. <A 
country clergyman was once preaching on an obscure 
point of theology, which he elucidated in an original and 
striking manner, finishing by saying, “ This is entirely my 
own view. Commentators do not agree with me.” The 
next day he was informed that one of his parishioners 
wished to see him. Going into his study he was greeted 
with cordiality by one of his sidesmen, who happened to 
be a market gardener. ‘‘ Morning, 
sir,’ beamed the caller. ‘“‘ Heard 
you say yesterday as common taters 
didn’t agree wi’ yer, so I've brought 
a sack of my best. Hope you'll 
get on better with them.” 


4 ~ m4 


he owner of a Scottish shooting 
box was showing an American 
over the premises. The visitor liked 
the look of the place very much, and 
desired to hire it for the season, 
expressing his complete satisfaction 
with each room in turn. In the old- 
fashioned gun-room, the inscription, 
“East West, Hame’s Best,’ was 
carved over the stone fireplace. 
After the prospective lessee had read 
the motto carefully, a frown furrowed 
his forehead. “‘ Say,” he exclaimed, 
“if I take this little place of yours, 
that advertisement for ‘Hame’ 
will have to come down—whatever 


it is.” 

"The following is one of the many 
good stories told by Sir J. C. 

Percy. In the course of the late 


SS SS Se 


‘ 2 Ss 
‘The following story is told by a well-known professor 

who shall be nameless. In the course of a discussion 
a friend, who was a self-made man, remarked to him, 
“Don’t talk tome about colleges! Look at me! Do you 
think I should have been any more successful than I am 
if I’d had a college education?” ‘‘ No,’ admitted the 
professor, “but you might have been less inclined to brag 
about it.” 


SS 3 S 


He had recently been speculating pretty heavily on the 

Stock Exchange, when an acquaintance met him 
and inquired as to his operations. “Were you a bull 
or a bear?” he asked. “Neither,” replied the other 
sorrowfully. “‘I was an ass.” 


Mr. Joseph Chamberlain’s Tariff 
Reform campaign he addressed a 
meeting in the Walsall Theatre. 
When the member for West Bir- 
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Drawn by Stan Terry 


Dentist: What is your business ? 
Victim : Oh, I’m a humorous artist 
Dentist: Well, I’ll try and live up to your idea of my profession ! 
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SUNDOUR 
UNFADABLE 


FABRICS 


They are unrivalled in 
permanence of colour and beaufy 
of design, thus combining real 
economy with the besf of fasfe 
in house furnishings. 

Damasks, Tapestries, Reps, Plain 
and figured Gasemenfs, Madras 
Muslins, efe..as well as charming 
Sundour Washable Rugs for 
Bedroom, Nursery or Bathroom, 


from designs by well-known Arfisfs. 


Sundour Fabries_can be supplied 
ye fhe besf Furnishers or 
ecorafors, buf should any 
difficulfy be experienced, fhe 
Manufacturers will give the 
name of the nearesf refailer 


Morton Sundour Fabrics Lid., 


Carlisle. 
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HUNTING SERVICES 


BY SOANE @SMITH.LTD 


Breakfast, Luncheon, Tea & Dessert Services, etc. 


Also large oblong Plaques for mural decoration, from the original water colours by Mr. Lionel Edwards, A.R.C.A. (Reg. No. 691240). 
Produced on the famous “‘Copeland Spode"' Ware. Below are the subjects from which the designs have been adapted. 


Every article is the production Write for specially prepared 
of the Copeland Spode Works, The most unique ever produced, and the only ones existing that portray the actual booklet with full detailed price 


and is beautifully hand-painted life and incidents of nt-day hunting, introducing every complete detail. list, Separate articles can be 
and finished by the finest Artists. es present-day; Ss Es uf By supplied. 


Type of Country O Names of Hunts Titles oO Description 
“Walls” The Beaufort “Diye hen John Peel?” “Full Cry" Blue and Buff 
“Rails” The Warwickshire BORN 1776—DIED 1854. “*Gone Away"’ Scarlet, black collar 


“ Water" Old Berkeley THE “Going to a Halloa" Yellow 
“Plough” The York & Ainsty “A Check” Scarlet 


5. “Cut and Laid” The Pytchley | @) H NJ P BE I “ Off to Draw" Scarlet, white collar 
i. * Bullfinch "* “The Find" Scarlet, drab breeches 


The Atherstone 


. ‘‘ Woodlands or New Forest “Homeward "" Scarlet, green collar 
Forest" Buckhounds a & Ce) B Y J U G 


“Downs ** The Hursley “Gone to Ground" Scarlet, black collar 
Of special interest to sportsmen, the Jobn Peel Toby Jug has 


been produced from an original water-coiour by F. H. Thorpe. “Stag at Bay" Scarlet 


“Heather” The Devon & Somer- 
set Staghounds x 

“ Banks" Flint and Denbigh “ Drawing the Dingle" Scarlet 
“Gates” Cotswold “The Kill” Scarlet, green collar 


“The Vale” The Vale of White “The Last Draw" Scarlet 
oO Horse Oo 


Accessories of the Chase e ; Accessories of the Chase 
(Small Sketches) ‘ 5 Rd (Small Sketches) 


The Fox - pH 7a. The Gamekeeper 
The Hound E « , 8a. The Earthstopper 
ach Toby Ju “oy PP: 
ga, The Terrier Man SeAST ae bi Produced at the 9a, The Kennel Huntsman 
The Huntsman pan cf i este Se oe Royal Stafford- 10a. The Groom 
5a. The First Whip natural colours, in : A lla. The Master 
. shire Potteries 
. The Second Whip accord with the 12a, The Second Horseman 
as the famous 


Deo cenora cue F.C, G. Tobies. 
famous Sportsman, 


Each jug bears the artist's signature and is copyright. 
Issue limited to 500, after which moulds will be destroyed. 


Price 24 guineas each. 


It is desired that application should be made 
as soon as possible. All orders will be 


Smoker's Set on Mahogany Tray executed in rotation. 
£6 10 O complete. 


Lowestoft Beer Mugs, # pt., 18/6 each extra. Morning Tea Service 


ORIGINAL & SPECIALLY SUITABLE 


Cigarette Box or Tobacco Jar can be had FOR On Jacobean Oak Tray as sliown 
separately at £2 2 Oeach, also Ash Trays 10/6, £5 10 0 complete. 


Match Stands 18/6 each. GIFTS AND PRESENTATIONS 


Exclusive to 


Telephone : SOANE & SMITH, LTD., 462, Oxford St., London, W.1 Telegrams : 


Paddi 2634. " ; 
addington 2634 “Specialists in Pottery and Glass" "“ Earthenwesdo,” London 


Orders over £1 Carriage Paid in England, Scotland and Wales, Packages extra. 


No. 11704, NovEMBER 30, 1923] THE TATLER 


BY WILLIAM ABLETT 


TATLER (No. 1170A, NovemBerR 30, 1923 
THE p 


THE MIRROR. 


FROM A DRAWING BY COLE 
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Going! GOING! GONE! How the men do like Bird’s Custard! Whether 
they be the sturdy little men of 3, or the vigorous fathers of 33, Bird’s has the 
clean fresh taste they all enjoy. 


With its rich creaminess Bird’s Custard, when served with any stewed 
or tinned fruit, or pudding, doubles the enjoyment; above all it contains 
the nutriment that is body- building for the youngsters and sustaining to 
adults. And the beauty of Bird’s is that it never disagrees.—With Bird’s 
Custard the festive fare of Christmas, while losing none of its richness, gains 
entirely in wholesomeness. 


SOME USEFUL HINTS. 


Serve Bird’s Custard Hot as a Sauce and it makes the Well-whisked, and served cold, Bird’s Custard goes 
golden crown for the pudding. like Summer Cream with the Mince Pies. 

Bird’s Custard makes the most delectable Trifle — Made this way, Bird’s Custard replaces thick or clotted 
always a firm favorite at Christmas. cream in Tartlets, Cream Horns, ete, 


Birds C ustard 


Tins 1/6; silvered boxes 1/1 and 63d. ; tricolour pkts. 13d. 
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Burberrys provide Winter Sports enthu- | 3urberrys’ Winter Sports Dress is Warm- 
siasts with the most protective and without-Weight and _ Proof - without- 


comfortable dress. The models are work- Heat. 
manhke and made of special materials | 
in very beautiful colours. 


The close, smooth surfaces of the 
materials prevent snow clinging, or wind 
or wet penetration. 
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for you can’t walk down St. James’s Street, Pall 
Mall, or Piccadilly without meeting him. If you’re 
one of the lucky ones, he says, “ Cheerio,” or words to 
that effect, in a pleasant voice; if you’re not, you have 


YY: must know George Seymour, at any rate by sight, 


the privilege of observing the best and brightest in the .~ 


West End. For George makes a hobby of doing the right 
thing at the right time. His club is select, his chambers 
are in the one quarter that self-respecting bachelors 
frequent, and his manners are polished without being too 
stand-offish. 

After a day spent, ever since being called at ten o’clock, 
in his usual busy fashion—an hour’s dalliance with the 
Law, since he is by way of reading for the Bar, the 
anxious choice of a tie with or without spots, luncheon, 
and forty winks at a minute the wink, followed by the 
demands of Society—small talk, sleight of hand with 
tea-cups, and the like— George was seated in his favourite 
restaurant, the Olympic, enjoying coffee and a cigar. It 
was half-past nine, most of the other diners had departed 
to the opera or the play, the orchestra had ceased from 
troubling, and the weary waiters were at rest, or hoped 
soon to be, for they were removing table-cloths and 
collecting cutlery. George was in that happy state, 
induced by good cooking and matured vintages, when 
nothing matters. So, leaning back, he took a pull at his 
Corona, gave his chair a half-turn to enable him to extend 
his legs at full stretch—and saw the red-haired girl. 

George shifted still further round to get a better view. 
To think that the whole time he had been engrossed with 
his solitary meal, there—not three tables away, though 
concealed, no doubt, by a forest of osprey-plumes and a 
wilderness of shirt-fronts—had been sitting, in similar 
isolation, a girl with hair of the exact shade he most 
admired, hair rendered the more effective by reason of 
the contrast afforded by white shoulders and black tulle 
frock ! 

But a philosopher like George wasted nothing on vain 
regrets. The present was what interested him, and the 
present was rosy, or rather auburn, with pale regular 
features, what looked like a good figure, and engaged in 
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A Lesson 


for 
George. 


BY DUNCAN SWANN 


Illustrated by 
M. McMICHAEL 


smoking a cigarette with an air of complete detachment 
from all things mundane, man included. 

- At that instant the girl glanced round and became 
saware of George’s interest in her. But after a careful 


scrutiny that apparently satisfied her that she had not the 


pleasure of his acquaintance, she turned away again. 
Clearly she didn’t realise the responsibilities attaching to 
her particular colouring. The next thing she knew was 
that’George was standing before her. 

“Excuse me,” he began, “but I feel certain we've met 
before.” 

Now he studied her at close quarters her features were 
vaguely familiar. Those arched eyebrows, that oval face, 
the hint of mockery conveyed by the curves and dimples 
of the mouth and chin—he had surely seen them before,but 
where or how encountered he was quite at a loss to recall. 

‘““My name’s Seymour, George Seymour,” he pursued, 
fingering his tooth-brush moustache, as was his way when 
inwardly perplexed. “Funny our both dining alone here.” 

“What's there funny about it ?”’ the gir] asked in a tone 
that was seductive despite its note of sharpness. ‘There's 
no law against dining by oneself.” 

“What I mean is, it’s funny we haven't noticed one 
another. Surely you remember me—George Seymour ?”’ 

A twinkle appeared in the eyes—the green eyes—of the 
red-haired girl. 

“That's the second time you’ve told me your name. If 
it'll be any help to you, mine’s Crayton.” 

“By Jove, so it is!” Uninvited, George possessed 
himself of a vacant chair and sat down.—‘ Elsie Crayton.” 

“T can't be the Elsie Crayton you used to know, then. 
I was christened, Katherine.” 

“Tow’s your husband, Mrs. Crayton ?’’ George asked 
abruptly, to cover his repulse. With that face it was any 
odds she was married, despite the absence of a wedding- 
ring. 

i Which husband?” came the cool reply. “I’ve had 
two.” 

Two? And not a day over three-and-twenty! Had 
he unwittingly bitten off more than he could: chew ? 

“ Er—ah— ”’ he stammered, “ the one ee 
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Mrs. Crayton leant forward and piaced a sympathetic 
and exquisite hand on his sleeve. 

“The one I was with when we last met. That's what 
you want to say, isn’t it?” ~George swallowed convul- 
sively. “That was John. Poor dear, he passed away in 
a poker-saloon out West. Laid down a royal flush to beat 
four aces, and the other man swore there was cheating. 
John couldn't have cheated if he’d tried, but he hadn’t time 
to say so. John never could pass bad half-crowns, while 
as for his attempt at copying other people’s signatures, 
they only made bank cashiers roar with laughter. Why, 


“Eastbourne ?”’ George echoed, pinching himself to 
make sure he was awake. 

“Yes, where you saw me. 
plain as anything. It was on 
the lawn in front of the Grand 
Hotel, and I simply longed 
to talk to you, but I couldn’t 
get away from John. Poor 
John!” and Mrs. Crayton 
heaved a theatrical sigh. 

“Let's forget about John,” 
cried George irritably. 

“T wish I could,” the other 
retorted ; but, though her tone 
was lugubrious, her eyes 
sparkled with mischief. 

“You ought to. You're 
married to another fellow.” 

Mrs. Crayton pouted in an 
adorable manner. 

“ Don’t remind me of that, 
please, Mr. Seymour.” 

Under the influence of the 
pout George let himself go. 

“My special friends call 
me George,’ he said, and 
caught his companion’s hand 
that rested on the table. 

“Indeed, that’s very in- 
teresting,’ the red-haired girl 
mocked, releasing herself with 
an adroitness that, to George’s 
mind, was the result of long 
practice, “but it doesn’t con- 
cern me.” 

“ That’s exactly the point ; 
I want it to. I say you're frightfully 
attractive; I simply must meet you 
again!” 

“T warn you anything may happen 
if you do.” Katherine Crayton gave a 
mocking laugh. “All sorts of exciting 
things come my way every day.” 

“Let ’em; I’m game.’ 

“Pride goes before a fall, remember ! 
Still, if you insist. Will to-morrow 
morning at twelve suit you? The 
sooner you're taught a lesson, Mr. Seymour, the better!” 

“Splendid, Mrs. Crayton, only I may as well point out 
that it’s I who intend to give the instruction. Where’s the 
trysting-place—the Achilles Statue at Hyde Park Corner 
or the Piccadilly Circus Tube Station ? ” 

“Neither. Outside the main entrance to Ridgeway’s 
Stores.” 

“Why not the Stock Exchange ? 
a téte-a-téte.”’ 

““T’m quite serious. It'll be Ridgeway’s, or nowhere.” 

“Look here!” George sounded the most persuasive 
note in his chromatic scale. “You are, you must be, 
joking! How on earth can we have a heart- to-heart talk 
jostled by a swarm of shopping females, Task you?” 

"From the little I’ve seen of you,” the red-haired girl 
rejoined, “I give you credit for 4eing able to conduct what 
you're pleased to call a heart-to-heart talk in the middle 


It all comes back now as 


It’s equally good for 


““Excuse me,’ he began, ‘but I feel certain we've 


met before’ 
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of a bombardment. 
like.” 

“It’s too bad of you to lead me on and then tease me,” 
muttered the baffled youth. 

“Lead you on, indeed! I like that—after the way you 
introduced yourself! Besides, you don’t require leading 
on; what you need is holding back.’’ Mrs. Crayton rose 
to her feet and held out her hand. © “ Now, I'll say good- 
night, and, good-bye.” 

“Very well, have it your own way,” replied George, 
with an extra-special squeeze. After all, if he had to capi- 
tulate he might as well do it gracefully. “Let me settle 
my bill, and I’ll see you into a taxi.” 

“Thanks, I can look after myself,’ and the red-haired 
girl was gone before George could so much as raise a finger 
to stop her. 


Still, you needn’t come if you don’t 


Ridgeway’s Stores is an emporium that caters ‘for every 
conceivable need of humanity between the cradle and the 
grave. It stoops to air-balloons and soars to a 
steam yacht. It can furnish a flat and equip an 
army corps. For lingerie and loofas, for pickles and 
pyjamas, for corsets and cullenders, for Noah’s Arks 
and nun’s-veiling, it’s the place above all others. 
But for a sentimental interview, it is the worst spot 
on the globe. Tattersall’s Ring on 
Derby Day, a polling-booth half-an- 
hour before the close of the voting, 
the deck of an excursion steamer 
between Glasgow and Rothesay—any 
one of these is preferable for the 
exchange of confidences to 
the main entrance of Ridge- 
way "son a fine summer morn- 
ing. Droves of aggressive 
females, armed with string- 
bags and reticules, surge this 
way and that, scattering less 
resolute mortals like chaff. 
Before windows displaying 
the attractions within press 
perspiring ranks of hypnotised 
bargain-hunters whom nothing 
short of a bayonet-charge will 
disperse. Add to these the 
thousand and one pedestrians 
along a main artery of a world- 
capital, and the situation from 
the point of view of George 
Seymour, as he kept his 
appointment the following 
morning, can be grasped. 

A man endowed with less 
\ grit would have fled at sight 
of the seething maelstrom, 
and, from some safe retreat, 
have penned an_ insincere 
apology for his absence. But, 
if George lacked anything, it wasn't grit. Besides, Mrs. 
Crayton had omitted to give him her address. So he 
balanced on the extreme edge of the pavement, and 
awaited events with what patience he could. 

It was three minutes past the hour, and he was con- 
sulting his watch for the twentieth time, when a car drew 
up and the red-haired girl stepped out. She was a vision 
in white, and carried a black parasol. 

Ga so glad to see you,’ she cried, while the car, 
without waiting for orders, glided off. “I’m most dread- 
fully upset this morning.” 

, Upset ? ? You don't look it.’’ 

“Tt’s my husband.” 

George started back, and collided with a stout matron 
under full sail for the children’s underclothing department. 

“Don’t say he’s haunting you!” : 

“Oh, John hadn't enough imagination to do that. I'm 


(Continued on p. iv) 
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Handsome Brooch, with three lustrous Ciro 
i Brooch, with fine single Ciro Pearl of 
ailaon plmhostte bar : orient on platinette double bar, ws 


£1 10 
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Single Ciro Pearl Earrings, on solid gold 
rounts, for pierced or unpierced ears. 


Zi 190 


The Gift that every woman desires; that 
honours and gratifies its recipient, while it 
signifies the giver’s perfect taste. Ciro Pearls 
are the Gift Beautiful, the Gift Desirable, the 
Gift Enduring. Whether in the form of a 
graceful necklet, or set alluringly as jewels, 
Ciro Pearls are the offering that is always 
welcome, always approrriate. They are the 
one exact replica of te real—the Gift Ideal. 


Ciro Pearl round or pear-shaped Earrings, 
with solid gold mounts, for pierced or 
‘ unpierced ears. 


£1 1 O per pair. 


& 


Ciro Pearl cross-over Ring, 
in gold or platinette. 


© © 


Ciro Pearl Ring in platinette, with scientific 
rubies, emeralds or sapphires on cither side. 


We cordially invite everyone to inspect the ican ee 


unique collection of pearls at our showrooms, 
or we will send you a necklet of Ciro Pearls, 
16 inches long, with solid gold clasp, or any 
of the Ciro Pearl iewels illustrated on this 
page, in charming case for One Guinea. hd 
Wear them for a fortnight and compare 4 Very chaste Gold Bar Brooch, with single 
with any real pearls. If any difference e iro Pearl. 

is noticeable, you may return them to us Ld Z1 106 

and we will refund your money in full. . 
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Ciro Pearl Dress 
Stud, on gold 
mount. 


£1 10 


Our new handsome Booklet No. 8 describes and illustrates 
our full range of Ciro Pearl Gifts. Post free on request. 
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78*REGENT: STREET: Wi:DEPT. 8 b 
48- OLD BOND STREET-W.1 ) Pretty Three-Pearl Ring in gold. 
4 CHEAPSIDE-:E.C.2 4 £1.10 


It is impossible to buy Ciro Pearls elsewhere. We have no agents. 
- 


Gold Starf Pin Gold Scarf Pin 

with fine pear- with exquisite 

shaped Ciro round Ciro 
P. 


earl, 


£1 10 
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Photographic reproduction of our marvellous 16-inch Ciro Pearl Necklet, with Solid Gold clasp, 
in beautiful case, &1 2. @ Other lengths at proportionate prices. 
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referring to Philip. He's wildly jealous, and we had a 
frightful row before T left. If he found us together he’d 
make an awful scene.’ 

“The last place any sane man would think of looking 
for you in would be this bear-garden.’ 

“So you’d imagine, but if anything’s 
have a way of talking in my sleep.” 

“So you've been looking forward to our meeting?” 
asked George, swelling with pride. 

The red-haired girl opened to their fullest extent a pair 
of green eyes that a cat might have env ied. 

“Naturally I wanted to see you again. 

“It’s very sweet of you to say that,” said the over- 
whelmed youth. “May I—er—call you Katherine ?”’ 

Demurely she toyed with her parasol. 

"Yes, you may, because * here she came a step 
closer, “because I trust you. If Philip should put in an 
appearance I count on you protecting me.’ 

“Don't you worry !” cried George in 
high spirits. “It’s any odds against your 
old man turning up. Anyway, you're safe 
with me. Now let’s change to a more 
cheerful topic. Where shall we go for 
lunch ?” 

Mrs. Crayton’s answer took the re- 
markable form of opening and shutting her 
parasol three times in rapid succession, an 
action that seemed to strike 
others besides himself as an 
odd proceeding, for George 
noticed several people were 
casting curious glances in his 
companion’s direction. Even 
the policeman, engaged in a 
friendly chat with the driver 
of a taxi drawn up by the 
kerb, was apparently so occu- 
pied, from the way he was 
pointing out Mrs. Crayton as 
an object of interest. Pub- 
licity has its uses, but a 
meeting with a pretty girl 
about whom one knows next 
to nothing is not an occasion 
for its display. Katherine 
Crayton, for all her red hair 
and her lively ways, was not 
compensation for the undis- 
guised curiosity that, with 
every moment that passed, 
was being more and more 
focussed on the pair of them. 
Two messenger boys stood 
in opened - mouthed admira- 
tion; a knot of those idlers 
who in London collect on the 
slightest pretext were staring for all they were worth; the 
commissionaire at the door of Ridgeway’s had franicly 
abandoned his post to get a better view ; while a man of 
forbidding aspect in a top hat and frock coat, who looked 
as though he had walked straight out of a melodrama, was 
so far carried away as to be motioning the onlookers to 
leave a clear space round George and his lady. 

It was time to be up and doing. 

George turned to Mrs. Crayton, to all outward 
seeming completely indifferent to the general interest her 
unconv entional behaviour had aroused. 

“Look here, Katherine,” he said in a hoarse whisper, 

“this is too much of a good thing. I’m off!” 


on my mind I 


Before he could translate words into deeds, she had him - 


by the arm ina grip of steel. 

‘I knew it,” she cried, no longer self- possessed, but 
the prey of ungovernable excitement. “Philip's here! 
What shall I-do ?’ 

“Your husband?” muttered George, scarcely able to 
believe his ears. “ Where?” 


iv 
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“There !” and the agitated girl pointed to the indi- 
vidual in the top hat, still-engaged in his officious task of 
ring-keeper. 

George gazed speechless. It would have been a 
blessing if Katherine Crayton had been similarly affected, 
for then she could not have precipitated the crisis. 

“Philip ! she called, and shook her parasol wildly. 

Philip took a stride forward, assumed a look of ferocity, 
and began to roll up his shirt- sleeves. His wife turned 
her face up, to George, her agonised expression matching 
his, hissed “ Save me!” and flung herself into his arms. 

At that moment no feelings of chivalry would have 
deterred George Seymour from abandoning the lady to 
her fate and saving himself by flight, but so tightly did she 
cling to him that, despite his best efforts, they remained 
locked in a close embrace. Nothing short of a stout cable 
and a team of horses would have released him. He was 
still engaged in a futile struggle for freedom when the 
raging husband, his features con- 
torted with passion, confronted 
him, and proceeded to execute a 
sort of war-dance, clenching his 
fists and champing his jaws, but 
saying never a word. 

After a minute’s pantomime, 
Philip Crayton, tired of gyrating 
round an antagonist with so little 
spirit, squared up to George, 
and very deliberately knocked 
his hat off. In a flash the 
scene was changed. George 
forgot home, friends, the dic- 
tates of polite society, every- 
thing. His brain registered 
only one fact, namely, that 
an objectionable outsider with 
a dough face had knocked off 
his new grey Homburg. He 
flung the red-haired girl aside, 
with no more ceremony than 
he would have shown a sack 
of coals, made a dive for his 
assailant, and planted a terrific 
blow in the middle of his 
untidy waistcoat. Downwent 
the other in a heap, his top 
hat rolling away across the 
pavement. With a_ well- 
directed kick in the centre of 
the dingy crown, George sent 
it flying over the heads of the 
spectators. 


“—her agonised expression : : 

matching his, hissed ‘Save The exploit had an electric 

me!’ and flung herself into  eftect on the crowd, Every- 
his arms” 


body began talking at once; 
the messenger- -boys cheered, 
somebody called out “ Bravo, Carpentier,’ even the 
guardian of law and order, carried out of his official self, 
was roaring with laughter. 

Flushed with triumph, George looked round for fresh 
foes to conquer, and caught the look on Katherine Crayton’s 
face. Instantly he crossed to her side to receive the 
victor’ s meed of praise. 

“You did that splendidly. Now go!” 

Who ever heard of a knight-errant, having slain the 
dragon, leaving the beautiful maiden to her own resources ? 
The invariable rule is to lift her into the saddle and ride 
off with her. 

“And leave you to that brute? Not likely!” 

The rescued damsel stamped her foot. 

= EO I tell you, or you'll spoil everything!” 

“ But your husband ——” began George, taken aback. 

“He’s not my husband. I’ve never been married. 
Oh, do go, for heaven’ s sake!” 

“Then you've been pretending all the ae have 
you? ? ” 
(Continued on b. vi) 
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AYS of sleet and rain; days of warm, muggy 

weather alternating with periods of icy winds 

and bitter cold—these are the days which sap 
the strength and lower the vitality. 


These are the days for ‘‘Ovaltine.” This delicious 
beverage gives strength and vitality. It restores in fatigue, 
guards the body against the germs of colds and influenza, 
and fortifies the system against the serious ailments which 
are so prevalent during the hard, trying times of Winter. 


Build-up Brain, Nerve and Body 
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What “Ovaltine” is 


“ Ovaltine”’ is a highly concentrated extract 
of all the goodness, all the nutriment, all the 
health-giving properties contained in ripe 
barley malt, creamy milk and fresh eggs— 
Nature’s Tonic Foods. 


Two teaspoonfuls in a cupful of hot milk 
or milk and water make a most appetising 
and delicious beverage—brimful of the 
elements which give kealth and v:tality. 


Independent analysis certifies that one cup 
of “ Ovaltine”” contains more nourishment 
than 12 cups of beef extract, 7 cups of cocoa 
or 3 eggs. 

Make “Ovaltine” your daily beverage. 
Drink it instead of tea or coffee with your 
meals and between meals. It is splendid 
for children, too, building up healthy bodies 
and promoting sturdy, muscular development. 
Drink it as a “ night-cap” to ensure sound, 
natural «sleep. Drink “ Ovaltine’’ for 
Health ! 

Sold by all Chemists throughout the 
British Empire. Prices in Great Britain, 
1/6, 2/6 and 4/6. 

A. WANDER, Ltd., 45, Cowcross St,, 
London, E.C.1. 
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“Well, you began it. You pretended you knew me. 
So I thought I'd give you a lesson, that’s all.” 

“T see,’ said George, after a long pause to let the 
unpleasant truth sink in. So that was what came of trying 
to bring a little brightness into the life of a girl with red 
hair, was it? Never again would he endeavour to cheer 
up a lonely stranger with a few sympathetic words. By 
Jove, no! Still ruminating bitterly on female duplicity, 
George retrieved his hat. 

“ Good-bye,’ he remarked over his shoulder as he beat 
a retreat, we shan’t meet again.” 

“That depends on you,” the red-haired girl called after 
him. “I’m always to be seen at popular prices.” 

But George was not listening. He was puzzling over 
a noise like the whirring of a machine-gun that came from 
—where he could not quite determine, the taxi, it sounded 
like. He would have made sure had not a hand from 
within the cab impatiently waved him aside and the 
policeman with marked deference cleared a way through 
the crowd, that goggled as he passed through it on the way 
to the club and several long drinks. 


It was a fine evening at the end of September, and 
George was 
strolling 
along intent 
on some 
show or 
other where 
he could loll 
back ina 
cushioned 
seat and 
think about 
nothing in 
particular. 
A theatre? 
The hour 
was too ad- 
vanced to 
make it 
worth while 
paying for 
admission. 
A musSsic- 
hall? He 
wasn’t in the 
mood for 
low come- 
dians_inter- 
spersed with 
acrobats and 
performing 
animals. 
The lights of a picture-palace shone out just ahead, surely 
the precise form of entertainment at which to digest in 
comfort. 

George stopped and scrutinised the fare offered—Charlie 
Chaplin in a screaming absurdity: “Through the Wilds 
of Patagonia;’’ and ——. A mist rose before George’s 
sight, and he swayed unsteadily. Drawing a shaking hand 
across his eyes, he peered afresh, to read this ;— 


HEARTS ARE TRUMPS 
THREE-REEL DRAMA 
FEATURING 
KITTY CRAYTON. 


A great light burst upon George. So that was why the 
red-haired girl had been vaguely familiar. She was a 
cinema “star.’’ Well, if she could act as well for the 
films as she did in real life she should be worth seeing. 
In less than two minutes George was ensconced inside, in 
the best seat available, as the introduction to ‘‘ Hearts are 
Trumps ” flickered before the expectant audience. 

Hearts are Trumps” was the old, old story of the 


peek 


eae ~ i 
§. DARN OUR 


it a good, honest wine! 
Friend: Poor, but honest, eh? 


Sportsman (who has given a drink to a friend) : 
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girl who imagines that making “goo goo” eyes and 
whispering sweet nothings are the whole duty of man 
and woman, until she finds that the margarine won’t go 
round and the butcher wants something on account. 
Thereupon she makes bald-headed for the nearest attain- 
able bank-balance, and proceeds to what is called “live her 
own life.” Finally she meets Number One again, by this 
time rich and famous, realises that “where the treasure 
is there will the heart be also,’’ and settles down’ to 
domesticity and a Rolls-Royce. As the heroine, Kitty 
Crayton had a part that fitted her like the proverbial glove, 
a part in which she could give full rein to the qualities 
with which George was only too painfully familiar. A 
jealous pang shot through him, it is true, at the “close up” 
of Kitty imprinting an impassioned kiss on the matinée 
idol, all curls and eyelashes, who filled the rédle of her 
lover, but after that emotion had spent itself he followed 
the unfolding of the story with secret relief that fate had 
cut short his relations with so accomplished an actress. 
A girl who could simulate affection so realistically was not 
meant for private life. The world was her province. 

A fresh interest was introduced, so far as George was 
concerned, by the intervention in the plot of “ Philip,” his 
top hat and 
frock -coat 
symbols, 
according to 
the canons 
of cinema 
convention, 
of business 
acumen and 
ample _ for- 
ube Min 
every-day 
life he would 
have re- 
ceived short 
shrift even 
as a can- 
vasser for a 
cheap ency- 
clopedia. 
Here he 
j stood for the 
fe HAs) corrupting 
power of 
wealth, and 
did his best 
to confirm 
that impres- 
sion by the 
violence of 
hase abyer 
haviour. He couldn’t enter a scene without a scowl, or 
quit it without apostrophising the ceiling. It was plain 
that retribution awaited him. A man with these habits, 
who refuses to pay her bills for a pretty woman despite 
languishing glances and the last word in tea-gowns, has 
no claim on the sympathies of a popular audience. George 
was pleasantly anticipating the discomfiture of an individual 
whose taste in clothes shocked him beyond measure when, 
like a bolt from the blue, he saw himself. Ridgeway’s, 
the ebb and flow of the shopping fraternity, and Kitty 
Crayton, with her smiles and graces, telling him, George 
Seymour, a cock-and-bull story about how upset she felt— 
it was not imagination, it was grim actuality. 

There followed in vivid succession every incident of 
that eventful meeting—even the messenger-boys secured 
fleeting prominence—culminating in the outrage upon his 
hat and the knock-out blow, a blow the camera repro- 
duced with a fidelity that gave George a glow of satisfac- 
tion. Alone of the audience he realised that the convulsive 
writhings of the prostrate man, and the efforts it took to 
get him on his legs again, were more than pieces of effective 
acting. Whatever the size of the salary he received, that 

(Continued on p, xxviii) 
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A whisky of fine 
character for the 
occasions of old- 
fashioned friendly 

case hospitality. 


15/- per Bottle 


BOLELOCH, LADE & COMPANY 
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BOXING NIGHT —cont. 


“Nothing,” she said; “it would only make you laugh 
at me if I told you.” 

Ellen gave her a cheerful face. 

“Well, I should like a laugh on this dark morning,” 
she said. ‘‘ One of your dreams, maybe ? ” 

“Yes, that’s right enough,’ said Rebecca, “but such a 
dream as I’ve never had before.” 

In spite of the growing heat of the fire, it must have 
been still very cold in the kitchen, for suddenly, from head 
to foot, an icy shiver ran through Ellen. 

“Tell me then,” she said. “ Get rid of it.” 

Rebecca caught that shudder, and violently trembling, 
pushed her plate from her. 

“T’ll tell you,’ she said, “for, sure, I can’t bear it 
alone. It wasn’t a dream; it wasn’t of that stuff that 
makes dreams. . . . I thought it was the evening of 
Boxing Day, the day that’s dawned now ——”’ 

She told her dream. It was identical down to the 
minutest detail with Ellen's, except that it was she herself 
who had gone to the door, and that she had seen her sister 
battered down bya blow, and waited in the catalepsy of 
nightmare for the stroke that would follow. 

Even to Ellen’s practical and unfanciful mind, the 
coincidence—if coincidence it was—was overwhelming ; 
the sanest and least fantastical could not but see in this 
double vision a warning that it would be foolhardy to dis- 
regard, and within an hour the two of them had locked up 
the house, and were in the pony-cart on the way to Rye. 
As it was Boxing Day, the bank would be shut, and their 
plan was to entrust their money to their uncle for safe 
keeping till to-morrow. They had agreed not to tell 
him the true cause of their expedition; it was reasonable 
enough that two women in a place so remote should not 
care to be keeping so large a sum in the house. To- 
morrow one of them would call again and deposit it at the 
bank. They found him already at the whisky bottle, and 
acid and disagreeable as ever. 

“Well, what brings you two here?” he said. “ Com- 
pliments of the season, or some such rubbish ?”’ 

They explained their errand. 

“A pack of nonsense!” said he. “ I’ll not have aught 
to do with your money. Supposing my house was broken 
into before to-morrow morning, and your notes taken, 
you'd have the law on me for their recovery. And I tell 
you that that’s a deal more likely to happen in a town than 
that a thief should go trapezing half-a-dozen miles out into 
the marsh on the chance of finding a packet of bank-notes 
at a lonely farmhouse !”’ 

He got up, beat out the ashes of his 
pipe, and filled it again, frowning and 
muttering to himself. 

“Burglars, indeed, at  Woollard’s 
Farm,” he said.’. ““I never heard such a 
crazy notion! If I had a bit of 
money in the house here—worse 
luck I haven’t—it would bea “ 


““A flesh wound Ba? 
probably had been 

tnflicted, which had not prevented ; : 
him from making his escape"’ : Beet 
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deal more reasonable of me -to ask you to take care of it. 
Who ever heard of a burglary at a house like yours ? 
The man would be daft who tramped halfway across the 
marsh, and in a snowstorm, too—for there’ll be snow 
before night, unless I’m much mistaken—on such a 
chance. Who's to know that you've got the worth of a 
penny piece in the house ?—for I warrant you’ve told 


nobody.’ 
“Uncle Alfred, you might be kind and keep it for us,” 
said Ellen. “ It’s only till to-morrow.” 


“T might, might 1?’’ he sneered. “ Well, I tell you 
I mightn’t, and more than that, I won't. You've got safe 
places enough. Where do you keep it ?”’ 

“In the panel-cupboard in the parlour,” said Ellen. 

“Aye, and a good place, too,” said he. “ I remember 
that cupboard; your father always kept his brass there. 
And do you figure a burglar smashing in all your panelling 
in the hopes of finding a cupboard there, and when he’s 
hit on that, thinking to discover a wallet with bank-notes in 
it? A couple of dreamy, timorous women—that’s what 
youare. I wouldn’t keep your money in my house, not if you 
paid me ten per cent. of it for my trouble. Where should 
I be if it got stolen? Be off with you both, and don’t 
bother me with your Christmas invitations!” 

It was no manner of good to spend time and persuasions 
on the crusty fellow, and there was no one else whom they 
knew sufficiently well to approach on so unusual an errand. 
By midday the two were back again at the farm, glad to 
be indoors on this morning of shrewd snowy blasts, and 
the. money, since assuredly there was no better hiding- 
place than this concealed cupboard in the panelling, was 
back once more in the caché. Sullen and snarling as 
Uncle Alfred had been, there was certainly good sense in 
his view that this remote homestead,was about the un- 
likeliest possible place for a burglar to choose for his 
operations, and Ellen, with more success than in the cold 
dawn, could reason herself out of her alarm. A dream was 
no more than a dream when all was said and done, and it 
was not for a sensible woman to heed such things. It was 
singular to be sure that the same vision had torn Rebecca 
from her sleep, but to-morrow by this time she would be 
laughing at the fears which had sent her twittering into 
Rye this morning. 

Before the close of ‘the short winter day the snow had 
begun to fall in earnest; and by the time the chickens and 
pigs were fed and made secure, and the thick curtains 
drawn, they could hear the thick insistent flurry of it 
as the wind drove it against the panes. But now that 
doors were locked and windows bolted, the squeal of the 
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She knows it’s best for both 


RANNIE smiles approvingly at the little 
one. She knows that HOVIS is good 
for everybody—herself included. Little Dot 
loves it. Dad says it agrees with his 
digestion, whilst Mother finds it so sustaining. 


(Trade Mark) 


is enriched with the golden germ of wheat 
— without the indigestible branny parts. 
That is where it gets its crisp, appetising 
flavour, its dainty appearance, its superb 
qualities of nourishment and easy digestion. 


Your Baker bakes it 


HOVIS LTD., MACCLESFIELD 
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THE MASK—cont. 


the drawing-room. Now you ought to be contented— 
anyway, stop talking nonsense about Miles and me, and 
what I’m to do or not to do about him. See?” 

The door closed after her, and Trelawney, vanquished, 
stared moodily into the fire. He did not look up to where 
the mask was resting, or he might have seen again the odd 
effect of the flickering flames upon it—almost, again, one 
might have said it smiled. 


Jack Trelawney’s brow was clouded as he left home 
for his office next morning; things seemed no better 
between Maisie and himself, despite his tentative efforts at 
reconciliation. True to her word, Maisie had with her 
own hands hung the mask above the fireplace in the 
drawing-room, and with the sunlight dancing on her pretty 
hair and smart serge frock, pronounced it “odd, as I said, 
but rather decorative, after all!’? She was nonchalantly 
charming to him, bidding him good-bye with a dutiful kiss 
on the cheek, but Jack’s sensitive heart ached for the old 
Maisieagain, 
full of in- 
structions as 
to how he 
was to take 
care of him- 
self this cold 
day, and run- 
ning after 
him for an- 
other kiss, 
her warm 
lips pursed 
to meet his. 
Wreastshiee a 
frowning 
brow he read 
through his 
letters, dic- 
tated several 
answers’ to 
hissecretary, 
and at last 
by dint of 
savage work 
managed to 
deaden a 
little the 
pain at his 
he esate 
Lunch - time 
was almost 
in sight when a messenger knocked at the door. 

Trelawney looked up with a brusque “ Come in,” and 
jumped, for the blue helmet of a stalwart constable loomed 
over the glass half-door. 

“ What on earth The door closed, and 
the policeman saluted, moving heavily into the room. 
Trelawney’s face was blank with astonishment and con- 
sternation, not lessened when the man in blue fished out a 
note-book and pencil. 

“Excuse me, sir. Only called to arsk a few questions 
about the murder and sooicide at Schroeder’s yesterday ; 
from the h’entry in the old man’s books, sir, you was the 
last person served, and it’s thought you might be able to 
help us with a little information, sir?” 

“Suicide? I only know there had been a murder,” 
interrupted Trelawney, suddenly remembering he had been 
so preoccupied that he had never seen a morning paper. 
The constable nodded. 

“Old man committed sooicide late larst night in the 
cell at the station—strangled himself with his braces. 
Now what we want to know, sir, do you know anything 
about a marsk ? ” 
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Trelawney jumped—the question was so unexpected. 

“Mask? Yes, of course I do. I bought a mask from 
him that day—a sort of Chinese thing, I think. Why?” 
re “Don’t know where he got it—anything of its hist’ry, 

ike?” 

The. constable was ponderously ploughing on his official 
way, regardless of Trelawney’s question. The latter 
shrugged his shoulders. 

“No—I don’t know a thing. He professed ignorance 
as to where it came from, even. Why do you ask?” 

Why? Because he was calling and screaming out 
about the thing like a lunatic all the way to the station— 
and all the time he was locked up, too. Going on awful, 
he was—telling it to keep away, or close its eyes, because 
he’d done all it wanted. Awful it was, I give you my word, 
sir. So you’re quite sure you can’t throw any light on this 
here matter, sir?” 

Trelawney’s decided negative closed the interview, and 
the constable creaked slowly out. Alone, Trelawney stood 
frowning, his head on the mantelpiece, thinking. Pretty 
horrible, what? Telling it to keep away or close its 
eyes. Come to think of the thing, those eyes, or rather eye- 
holes, were rather unpleasant—narrow, and almost with a 
beastly sort 
of laugh 
in them. 
Where did 
the thing 
come from, 
anyway?.. 
Perhaps 
Maisie had 
been right, 
as she often 
was, and he 
would have 
been _ better 
advised to 
re-sell the 
head. 

Poor little 
Maisie! By 
Jove, she 
had been 
upset last 
night; he 
had been a 
bad - tem- 
pered brute 
anyway, and 
she deserved 
a treat to 
make up. 

There 
was the new 
show at the Lyric—what about going to-night ? 

Acting on impulse, Trelawney took up the receiver 
and rang up his home number. The answer came 
promptly—the maid speaking. Trelawney’s face darkened 
suddenly as he listened, and with a curse he slammed the 
receiver home. His square-chinned face was not good to 
look upon as he flung on his hat and went out to lunch, 
muttering viciously to himself. 

“ Out motoring with Miles, eh? Not likely to be back 
till late, so don’t bother about waiting dinner! My God, 
Maisie, you're playing a dangerous game with me! ae 

Business suffered badly during the rest of the day, for 
Trelawney was quite incapable of diverting his mind from 
its growing obsession of jealousy, and he snapped furiously 
at his clerks, till they wisely put away any further impor- 
tant business matters till the following day, when “ the 
boss”? might have recovered his usual genial temper. 
Twice he rang up his home, to discover that no further 
news had been received of Maisie. Going home through 
the driving rain in a taxi, he sat glowering out at the wet 
streets and hurrying crowds, with the black mood riding 
his shoulders, like the veritable black dog of Maisie’s 
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tempest shrill above the soft tapping of the snow-flakes only 
intensified the comfort of the swept hearth and the log fire that 
glowed in the open grate. Once again, as last night, they sat in 
the parlour, with the dark panelled walls gleaming sombrely in the 
firelight and the flames leaping as the wind bugled in the chimney. 
Eight o’clock, and nine, and ten sounded on the chimes of the 
grandfather clock, and as the last hour struck Ellen got up. The 
tranquil passage of the evening had quite restored the grip of 
her common sense, and she could even joke about her vanished 
apprehensions. 

“Well, I reckon it’s no use our sitting up for that soldier of 
yours, Rebecca,” she said. “He’s missed his connection, you 
might say, and I shall be off to bed, for to-morrow’s a work-day 
again —— 

Her sentence hung suspended and unfinished. There came a 
rap at the front door at the end of the passage, and the bell tingled. 
Rebecca rose to her feet with hands up to her ears, as if to shut 
out the sound. 

“Who can it be at this time of night ?”” whispered Ellen. 

Rebecca came close to her, white and palsied with fear. 

“It’s he,’ she said. “TI know it’s he. We must keep still, for 
there's no light showing, and perhaps he may go away. Dear 
God, let him go!’ 

A rattling at the latch had succeeded to the knocking, and then 
all was quiet. Presently it began again, and again the bell 
repeated its summons. 
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night he might well perish of cold before he found shelter. What 
should you and I feel, Rebecca, if to-morrow a woman, or a girl 
maybe, was found stiff and stark nigh the house, or drowned in 
the big dyke? That would be worse stuff than any dream.” 

Trembling with fright but with an unshakable courage, and 
disregarding her sisters appeals, she went straight to the front 
door, drew back the heavy bolts, and opened it. On the threshold, 
framed against the fast-falling snow, stood a man in khaki. In the 
flickering light from her lamp she could not distinctly see his 
face, but over his shoulder was a rifle, of which he grasped the 
butt. 

“Tm Jost in the marsh, ma’am,”’ he said, “trying for a short 
cut to Rve, but I knew there was a farm hereabouts, and thank 
God I’ve found it. I-ask you for a lodging till dawn, for on a 
night like this there’s death out there.” 

“I can give you no lodging,’ she said shortly. 
farm-road and you'll strike the highway.” 

“ But there’s no seeing your hand before your face,” he said, 
“and I’m half perished with cold already. Any outhouse will do 
for me, just shelter and a wisp of straw to wrap me in.” 

The strangle of her nightmare was on her. Rebecca had 
crept along the passage, and in her ashen face Ellen saw her own 
heart mirrored. 

“You can get no lodging here, 
night must get tramping.” 

For answer he held out his rifle to her. 

“Tere, take that, ma’am,’ he said. “You're scared of me, I 
can see, but if I meant you harm would I give you my gun? 1’J] 
take off my boots, too, and my belt with its bayonet; a footsore 
man without boots or weapons can’t harm you, and you may lock 
me into any cupboard or shed you please.” 

His hands and face were bleached with the cold, and dream 
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Then Ellen lit a hand-lamp; anything was better than this or no dream, she could not shut a man out in the cold of ‘iis 
unbearable suspense; besides if their visitor was some strayed impenetrable night. 
wayfarer —— “Come in,” she said. “Take off your boots, and get you into 
“I’m going to the door,” she said. “It may be someone the kitchen. Come what may, its sheer death to-night in ‘he 
who has lost his way in the snow and the darkness, and on sucha marsh.” 
(Continued on p, ~ vb) 
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Pee the caption will bewilder some readers. Those 
who have seen or read the extraordinary play under the 
enigmatic title “R.U.R.” will readily see the point. Those 
who have not read or seen it will grasp the allusion when they 
are told that the play deals with the creation, by a wizard of 
science, of artificial men and women named Robots. 


The invention of these creatures is commercialised on an 
enormous scale. They are all of the same size ; have the same 
capacity for work, and their faces are all alike. If you look 
into the eyes of one you have looked into the eyes of all. 
Eyelashes are just so long, and each eyelid has just so many 
hairs and no more. Uniform chins and noses make one profile 
a perfect replica of millions of profiles. The skin has the feel 
of the human skin, but the colour or complexion of one is the 
complexion of all—uniformly white and flat with an addition 
probably of a pinch of red clay for sense of liveliness. 


They can read, they can write, being susceptible of 
‘eaching—in everything more efficient than man, who created 
hem, but they cannot love, and have no souls. 


One day a tender-hearted woman persuaded the head 
the physiological department to perfect the physiological 
uxture that went into the making of Robots so that they 
ight be humanised still further. He first succeeded in 
iaking the Robot capable of pain, then—and this is unques- 
ably the crux of the whole matter—he made one Robot 
oman beautiful, which in turn wakened love in the heart of 
young male Robot for the beautiful Robotess. From that 
oment the Robots were transmuted into human beings. 


This parable is not brought forth merely to show how 
iidispensable beauty is to love. This is altogether too 
lementary to stress. 


Its purpose is to aim a lance against “ Robot Beauty,” 
against robotisation of the Cult of Facial Beauty of women. 
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Like a many-headed monster, each head a heap of belabelled 
pots, beribboned bottles and multi-coloured cartons—it glowers 
at you throughout the length and breadth of the land from 
shop counters, shop windows, shop shelves and storing spaces. 
Released in enormous quantities from huge vats, quite in the 
same manner as the complexion compounds for Robots, one 
and the same concoction potted or boxed or bottled, is indiscri- 
minately distributed to many thousands of women as if one 
woman’s skin were like every other woman’s skin, as if the 
human tegument were woven in one loom, were cut out of 
one plece. 


Intimate individuality of one face, its peculiar delicacy—or 
the characteristic robustness of another, its colouring, the varying 
degrees of moisture or dryness of the skin of still other faces, 
suppleness or harshness, and the hundred other things that spell 
the treasured individuality and selfness of the incomparable 
charm of a woman’s face—all these are thrown into one melting 
pot of the “robotised ” shop counter. 


All honour to the admirable young women who sell us 
our sachets, pocket-handkerchiefs, shoelaces and such-like things. 
But is there anything in the nature of the shoelace to qualify 
for expertness as a specialist in ministering to a womans 
facial beauty ? Is there, speaking at random, to qualify for 
dentistry > To ask the question in just this incongruous 
way gives away the whole childish vanity of the system. 


Every face presents a problem of its own, and every problem 
calls for its own fitting solution. Madame Rubinstein’s scientific 
Valaze preparations and treatments, and her thoroughly trained 
staff, have for many years enjoyed the envied and enviable dis- 
tinction of alone possessing the ability of ministering to every 
individual face in the only way laid down by science and good 
sense. Each face is gifted with the possibility of having and 
retaining a distinctive beauty of its own. You must not put 
upon it the uniform of Bolshevist—Robot sameness ! 
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At her bidding he walked into the kitchen while she had a 
whispered word with Rebecca. 

“We can’t do different, Rebecca,” she said, “though strange 
it is about your dreamand mine, and if it’s God’s will we be clubbed 
to death, it’s His will. But what's not His will is that we should 
let a man die on our doorstep because we were afraid. Why 
should he give me his gun, besides, if he meant ill to us? So 
now I’ll give him his bite of supper, for he’s clemmed with cold 
and hunger, and then lock him into the kitchen. Meantime you 
take the money from the cupboard and hide it between your 
mattresses or mine. Why that’s the finish to our dreaming already 
if you do that, for by the dream it should be from the cupboard in 
the parlour that he took it.” 

Indeed, she needed heartening herself, so strangely had their 
dream found fulfilment, but taking a hold on her courage, she 
walked into the kitchen, while Rebecca went upstairs. But she 
could not bear to remain solitary there, and she came back and 
helped her sister to get a bite of supper for the man. 

The food and the warmth revived him, and presently, leaving 
him stretched on two chairs in front of the drowsy fire, they 
turned the key of the kitchen door on him and went to their 
room. 

Neither of them undressed, but with locked doors and light 
burning they lay on their beds to pass the vigil till day. The 
wind had fallen by midnight, the driven snow no longer pattered 
on the panes, and the stillness sang in their ears. Ellen’s bed 
was nearest to the window, and presently after she sat up to listen 
more intently, without alarming her sister, to a noise that ever so 
faintly overscored the silence. There it was again; someone was 
rattling at the sash of the window immediately below, the window 
of the passage along the front of the house which led to the kitchen. 
Rebecca heard also, and like a ghost she slid across to her sister’s 
bed. 

“There’s someone outside,’ she whispered. “ That’s his 
fellow, Ellen; there are two of them now, one within and the other 
outside. He'll go round to the kitchen presently, and the man we 
left there will let him in. Sister, why did you suffer him to come 
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in? We're done for now; ah, we're done for, and naught can save 
us ! ” 

Ellen’s heart sank. The interpretation seemed only too terribly 
probable. She drew her sister towards her and kissed her. 

“You must try to forgive me, Rebecca,” she said, “if I’ve 
brought your death upon you. But God knows I couldn’t do 
different if I hoped for salvation. It’s the money they’ve come 
for, and the dream is true. Ah, where is it? Give it me, and 
I’ll go down to the fellow in the kitchen and offer it him, and 
swear to let him go scot free if he'll only take it and spare our 
lives. We'll lay no information to identify him; we'll let it be 
known we've just been robbed, and there’s the end of it. And 
yet, why did he give me his rifle and off with his boots? That 
was a strange thing for him to do.” 

Rebecca sat huddled on the bed. 

“Strange or no,” she said, “it’s all over with us. There’s no 
heip nor succour for us.” : 

She was half distraught with terror; there was no reasoning 
with her, and Ellen, leaving the rifle she had brought upstairs with 
her sister, took the wallet containing the notes in her hand and 
went forth on her midnight and unconjecturable errand. At the 
bottom of the stairs she must pass the window where they had 
heard the stir of movement, and now outside there was the grating 
and grinding of some tool against the glass, and she guessed that 
whoever was outside was cutting the pane. 

She unlocked the kitchen door and entered. The man she had 
fed and sheltered was awake and standing on his feet. There 
she was quite defenceless, with her money in her hand, and yet he 
did not close with her nor push her to get into touch with his 
accomplice. Instead he came close to her and whispered : 

“There's someone moving outside and round about the house,” 
he said. “A while ago he was at the kitchen window here. | 
couldn’t come to you and warn you, for you had locked me in.” 

She held out the wallet. 

“T know the manner of man you are,” she said. “ You came 
to rob and murder us, and that’s your confederate outside. <A 
strange warning came to us, but out of compassion I didn’t heed it. 

(Continued on p, xvi) 
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Here, then, is the money ; spare our lives, and take it and begone, 
for that was your plan, and I swear we'll not set the police on 
you.” 

He looked at her narrowly. 

“What are you telling of ?’’ he said. “I’m neither robber nor 
murderer. But waste no more time, ma'am; there's someone at 
the window now, and he’s after no good. Hed have knocked at 
the door if he’d been a lost wayfarer like me. Now I’m here to 
help you, for you took me in, and well catch him. Where's my 
rifle?” 

For one moment, at the thought of restoring that to him night- 
mare clutched her again, and she envisaged Rebecca clubbed to 
death, with herself to follow. But them some ray of hope gleamed 
in her, some confidence born of his speech and his mien, 

“T’ll fetch it for you,” she said. 

She went swiftly upstairs and returned with it, and -together 
they stood by the curtained window, while Rebecca nursed a candle 
on the stairs to give a glimmer of light. He had picked up his 
belt with the bayonet, and now, as they waited, he fitted it into its 
catch and drew on his boots. There he was, now armed again, and 
she defenceless, and in silence they waited. 

Presently ‘the scratching at the pane outside ceased, and a 
current of cold “air poured in, making the curtain belly in the 
draught. It was cleat that the burglar had detached a pane of 
glass and withdrawn it. Then the curtains were thrust aside 
from without, and a hand entered, feeling for the catch of the 
window. At that her companion laid down his rifle, and took a 
step forward, and seized it by the wrist. But it slipped from him, 
and snatching up his rifle, he ran to the door, and unbolted and 
opened it. 

“We'll catch him yet though,” he called to her. “Lock the 
door after me, and let none in unless you hear my voice,” and 
he vanished into the snowflecked blackness of the night. 

Rebecca came down to her, and together they went into the 
kitchen to wait for what might come out of the night to them. 
It was no longer possible to doubt the good faith of their visitor, 
for there on the table lay the wallet with the money untouched. 
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Presently they heard a knock at the door, and his voice calling to 
them to open. The snow shrouded him in white, and for the 
second time the soldier of their dream stood on the threshold. 

“There was no finding him,” he said, “for it’s dark as the pit, 
and the snow is like a solid thing. Once I heard him close, and 
I called on him to stop else I would run my bayonet through him. 
Not a word did I get, and I thrust at the noise of his running and 
there was a squeal as the point pierced something, but he shook 
free again, and I heardno moreof him. I took him in the arm | 
reckon. Let's see what the steel can tell us.” 

The bayonet confirmed this impression ; in the scooped sides of 
it were runnels of melted snow red with the deeper dye of the 
blood which for not more than an inch covered the point of it. A 
flesh wound probably had been inflicted, which had not prevented him 
from making his escape. With that, there was no more to be done 
that night, and soon the two sisters were back in their room again, 
and their guest, with the kitchen door locked no longer, lay down to 
sleep again. To-morrow, if no more snow fell, they might perhaps 
trace and identify the fugitive. 

All three were early astir next morning. The snow had ceased 
and a frosty sun gleamed on the whiteness of the fields. While 
they were at breakfast the servant-girl, returning from her holiday, 
came running into the kitchen, breathless and -wide- eyed with 
excitement and alarm. 

“There's something in the great dyke, mistress,” she said. 
“It’s like the body of a man caught among the reeds below the 
foot-bridge.” 

They ran out, and it was easy to follow certain half-obliterated 
tracks in the frozen snow that led from under the window in the 
passage to the edge of the dyke. From there, in the deep water 
by the half-submerged foot-bridge the body had drifted but a few 
yards into the shallows by the reed-bed, where, with head down- 
wards, it had been caught and anchored. A couple of long poles 
soon towed it to the shore, and turning it over, his nieces looked 
on the face of Alfred Woollard. His coat-sleeve was torn just 
below the right shoulder, and the ragged edges were stained with 
blood. 
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THE TATLER 
The Triumph of Topsy-Turvydom—cont. 


operas. This is why the Savoyard management prefers to train its 
artistes in its own way from the very start of their career, recognising 
clearly, like a cavalry riding-master, that it is much easier to learn 
a good method than to unlearn a bad one. 
almost the only combination where the players are deliberately 
encouraged to graduate from the chorus to the parts of principals, 
the majority of whom have always been recruited from the 
promising material at the bottom rung of the ladder. 
Taking the Savoy cycle as played to-day, you get, between Trial 
by Jury (1875) and The Gondoliers (1889)—and surely no fourteen 
years of any authors’ lives were ever more fruitful—eleven operas 
and one hundred 
and four chief 
characters ; a little 
world of delicious 
drolls who have 
given nearly half a 
century of playgoers 
a wealth of clean, 
sparkling pleasure, 
and who form, to 
my mind, almost 
the only gallery of 
portraits by which 
the Victorian stage 
will be remembered 
in dramatic history, 
if only for the fact 
that Gilbert was the 
first to raise libretto 
to a fine art, in 
which no one has 


approached him 
since, even within 
MISS BERTHA LEWIS miles. Some of the 
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HE Dunkley Pram is a thing of joy. 
It is a joy to behold, it is a joy to 
ride in, it is a joy to push. Its beautiful 
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of design and manufacture. 
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for comfort and durability. Baby’s 
welfare is the chief consideration. A 
wonderful system of “ springing” excludes 
all shock and vibration ; there is ample 
room for baby to lie naturally ; and the 
** safety ” construction adds the final touch. 
Mech, Bearin: 
on i08010Chaxie Wied £5 19 G 
yres. rom 


Wheel Model'on under: 
sldag {Chassis Casillas £8 18 6 


tration, rom 


Dunkley Prams are on Sale 
at leading Stores and Dealers 
everywhere, at your own 
Garage or SENT DIRECT, 


y; 
<< estially ak YZ CARRIAGE PAID, by 
== 7 DUNKLEYS, Ltd., 


E Dunkley House, HOUNDSDITCH, 
LONDON, E. 1. 


Birmingham : Jamaica Row. 
Manchester : Bank St. (Royal 
Exchange). 
Bristol : Broadmead. 
Wolverhampton ; Arcade. 


Send today f 
FREE ! Baby Book, Special 


dition, 


So the Savoyards are - 


[No, 1170A, NoveMBER 30, 1923 


instead of tailing off, improved as the authors went on, are better 
than others; and some of the individual characters are more sig- 
nificant, the greatest of all probably being Pooh-Bah, who has 
passed definitely into the realms of the immortals with Falstaff and 
his like, just as innumerable phrases have become current coin of 
the realm. It is true that the fashions they floicked may have passed 
away, that bum-boat women have vanished from the navy, that 
Piccadilly no more sees a Bunthorne with a poppy or a lily in his 
medieval hand, that Tokyo is as different from Titipu as Brixton 
is from Britain and Boadicea; but the types are as true as 
ever to human nature, for even in an age of radium, “ by no 
endeavour can magnet ever attract a silver churn.” 

It is for this very reason 
that Savoy opera has come 
back to its own, just as 
England as a whole has 
come back to the best things 
in its native self—not in the 
spirit of an insular conser- 
vatism, but because, having 
toyed with several other 
musical art forms and found 
them wanting, we find that 
none of them can compare 
with Savoy opera. The 
younger generation is just 
as devoted to Gilbert and 
Sullivan as thejr fathers and 
grandfathers were. Nor is 
that to be wondered at, for 
it is so essentially English, 
while being literally inimit- 
able—so gay, so clean-cut 
in every sens¢; so witty 
and so wise. In short, it 
is a permanent national 
heritage. 


MR. HENRY A. LYTTON 
As Jack Point 


“Jack Daw.” 
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Gramophone for —™ 
Christmas 


Sir HENRY J, WOOD says 


**I consider this instrument 
the greatest contribution to the 
advancement of music since 
the original invention of the 
gramophone itself.” 


e 
oColumbia 
Nesees RECORDS 
No Scratch ! Pure Music! 
All Surface Noises Eliminated. 
The greatest improvement in record- 


ing since the beginning—a patent 
: Columbia process. 


The New COLUMBIA GRAFONOLA is made in 19 beautiful 
models from £5 10s. to £85. Send for Art Catalogue an 

6 pp. Catalogue of Records and name of nearest dealer— 
COLUMBIA, 102-108, Clerkenwell Road, London, E.C.1. 
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THE MASK—continued. 


laughing remark, and ate his solitary dinner in a silence that grew 
grimmer and more grim as the hours wore on and Maisie did not 
Stretched at full length in a huge chair before the fire, 
the mask above his bent head staring out into the gloom of the big 
room, only lighted by the flaming heaped coals in the wide grate, the 


return. 


man brooded, chin on hand, 
seeing in the red heart of the 
fire endless pictures of the 
two, Maisie and Miles, each 
of which added fuel to the 
fire that was slowly rising in 
his jealous heart. Pictures, 
too, of the past, that had been 
so entirely happy and blessed 
till last night—now such un- 
told ages ago — till their 
quarrel, the quarrel over that 
mask. Everything seemed to 
have gone wrong since he 
bought the wretched thing! 
How Maisie had hated it at 
first ; now she didn’t seem to 
mind it—had hung it there 
above the mantelpiece with 
her own pretty hands. Now 
he seemed to have started a 
dislike for it—funny how the 
firelight leaping up then 
seemed to give the thing a 
horrible look of life! Almost 
as if it smiled, and the eye- 
slits looked down at him 
oddly, obliquely ; whoever it 
was taken from, he must have 
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been a horrible old devil, with a taste for blood. . . . Trelawney 
jumped suddenly, startled at his own thought, unconsciously uttered 
aloud. Getting up from his seat, he stood staring at the head, hung 


on a level with his own, to the left of the tall mirror that occupied 


Drawn by Norman Pett 


Policeman (to man having trouble with his wife): ’Ere, I’ll have to arrest you 
Husband (getting the worst of it): This isn’t an arrest, it’s a rescue 


Zi 


the centre of the space above the mantelpiece. 

“Now what put that into my head, I wonder?” he muttered, 
as his troubled grey eyes wandered over the sinister, fine-drawn 
face etched clearly in the leaping firelight. “I suppose it’s that 
murder business. What did the old man say—‘ turn your eyes 


away, or something of the 
sort? ‘I’ve done what you 
wanted '—extraordinary idea ! 
: I suppose it was a 
mask worn by some priest 
for sacrifices—perhaps human 
—who knows? Anyway, you 
old’ brute, I suppose one of 
those psychic asses would get 
a fine yarn out of your ‘thirst 
for blood ” still fulfilling itself, 
The words died away, and 
Trelawney’s gaze was fixed 
on the curious, dreadful hol- 
lows where eyes should be— 
his jaw was dropped, a little 
slack, and his eyes were dull 
and fixed. Holes ina mask, 
blank hollows where human 
eyes had once looked out— 
on what horrors, what un- 
speakable orgies of blood and 
evil! Whocouldsay ? Holes, 
blank and black and eyeless 
—yet were they eyeless in 
truth ? In the leaping flicker 
of the firelight, how could one 
be sure that eyes no longer 

(Continued on p. xxii) 


TO CURE AND PREVENT 
RHEUMATIC AND SERIOUS 
FUNCTIONAL AILMENTS. 


By Bomparvier Bitty WELLS 
in an interview). 


I have proved that unless a boxer adopts 
certain precautions against functional ailments, 
training is indeed a wearisome bnsiness. I, 
personally, take every morning before breakfast, 
a half-teaspoonful of Alkia Saltrates powder 
dissolved in a little 
water or in my tea. 
The powder is so 
nearly tasteless that 
its presence in tea 
cannot be detected 
t all, and this habit 
W ensures freedom 
from internal 
troubles altogether, 
nothing else ever 
being required. 

I am glad to say 
that as a gymnastic 
instructor in the 
Army I found the 
Alkia Saltrates to 
be almost indispen- 
sable for keeping 
the men free from 
all the internal 
troubles to which 
a “Tommy” is 
subject. 

I also found it to 
be invaluable for 
rheumatism, one of 


Famous boxer and 
former Sergeant- 
Instructor of Physical 
Training in the Army. 
the greatest enemies the soldiers had to contend 


with. Middle-aged men, often living under 
somewhat damp conditions, fell easy victims 
tothis complaint. I therefore always en- 
deavoured to impress upon them strongly the 
value of drinking Alkia Salirates water regularly 
and also taking hot baths in water containing 
Reudel Bath Saltrates whenever any muscular 
aches, pains or stiffness troubled them. Both 
preparations are obtainable from any chemist. 

Athletes and soldiers alike are often specially 
subject to various internal troubles. Although 
these may arise from widely different causes, 
the remedy, as arule, is the same. The regular 
taking of Alkia Saltrates water as a morning 
tonic and system-cleansing draught will soon 
remove any trace of congestion, biliousness or 
acidity, and thus ensure the steady nerves, 
strong digestion, clear eye and active brain 
without which efficient work of any kind, 
cannot be expected of anyone. 
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What can 

you give them 

that is sure to 
please ? 


If they are smokers, your husband, wife, son, daughter, 
and friends will warmly welcome this special Christmas 


gift box—a highly ornamental, linen grained, 
padded cabinet, beautifully finished in Old Gold, 8/- 


containing 150 Empire Cigarettes. Price 74 
An admirable prize for Whist Drives, Cotillons, etc. 4 
Men and women smokers know Empires, and appreciate q 
their unique purity and fragrance—their quality. Z 
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CIGARETTES 2 


Grown in Nyasaland, the Virginia of Africa. 


Empire grown—Empire known. 


Obtainable from the leading London Stores, or 


direct from the Company, for 8/-, post free. e 
British Central Africa Co. Ltd., ; 
Thames House, Queen St. Place, E.C.4. @ 
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Remarkable Invention 
for Ladies who travel 


Solves your 
Xmas Present 
troubles. 


22/6 


POST FREE. 


Hats, Blouses, 
Shoes, etc., kept undamaged 


and tidy in this case. 


Make your friend a Xmas Gift of easy week-end travel. 
This case is designed to keep 
its smaller contents compact. 
Everything likely to be required 
on a week-end visit can be 
packed therein — held firmly 
pressed 
against the 
sides by 
strapped 
pockets. 


When packed and_ strapped 
there remains ample space for 
hats. The box cannot burst 
open as the lid slides into posi- 
tion before locking (see diagram 
at left). 
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COMBINED HAT BOX & WEEK-END CASE 


Handsome mahogany finish; light weight; 
leather handle; lined; size 18 by 15 by 15 ins. 


MONEY REFUNDED IF DISSATISFIED 

If not delighted, full postage and oe, 

refunded upon return of case im goot 
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CHRISTMASTIDE 
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HONYWOOD HOTELS 
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SHREWSBURY. 


All the Appointments and Comfort of a First-Class London Hotel in an 
Old-World Setting. 


RAVEN HOTEL, 


Ps 


BALMER LAWN HOTEL, BRKOCKENHURST. 
A Luxurious Hotel in the New Forest. Excellent Self-contained Suites of Rooms. 
Good Hunting. Fine Golf Course. 
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GLOUCESTER HOTEL, WEYMOUTH. 
The Riviera of England. Excellent Sun Record. 
Splendid Health Resort. Good Golf Links. 


LONDON HOTELS: 
BATT’S HOTEL, DOVER STREET, W,1. 
CARTER’'S HOTEL, ALBEMARLE STREET, W.1. 


LADY Bed AALS 
anaging Director, 
14, Albemarle Street, W.1. 
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Working 


Wonders 


with your Skin— 


World’s Famous Consultant 
Employs Nature’s Methods 


‘‘Every woman can 
attain perfection of com- 
plexion and contour if 
such are cultivated by 
natural methods.” 

This is the dictum 
of Mrs. Hemming, the 
world-famous skin con- 
sultant, who for twenty- 
five years has been the 
confidante of beautiful 
women in Royal Circles, 
in Society and on the 
Stage. 

‘There is no greater 
fallacy,’’ she continues, 
‘“‘than that beauty can 
be achieved by dragging 
finger massage, damag- 
ing. electric treatment, 
monotonous and harmful 
vibrations, and painful 
surgical operations; Nature has provided 
the means to nullify the bad effects 
of modern conditions on the skin and 
subcutaneous muscles. Where natural 
methods for the cultivation and 


preservation of beauty 
are scientifically em- 
ployed the results are 
immediate and amazing. 
The short cut to beauty 
is the natural way.” 

Mrs. Hemming’s state- 
ments are abundantly 
justified by the treat- 
ments which are carried 
on under her personal 
supervision at the 


famous “Cyclax” 
Salons. 
There, every day, 


women are discovering 
how simply and speedily 
a lovely transparent 
complexion is achieved. 
Adherents to the 
“Cyclax’’ Treatments 
quickly find a skin glow- 
ing with health; bright vivacious eyes, 
perfect hands and arms, shapely neck, 
luxurious hair and perfect facial contour, 
almost miraculously result from a few 
sittings. 


y 


are 


One sitting completely convinces 
as to the wonderful efficacy 
of the ‘‘Cyclax’’? Treatments. 


One sitting at the ‘‘ Cyclax ’’ Salons costs 
only 12/6 and is an absolute revelation 
of the beauty possibilities of even the 
woman of average good looks. This 
sitting is based upon the removal of 
impurities from the skin. Almost imper- 
ceptible until the treatment begins, these 
minute impurities are the cause of much 
complexion trouble. The amount of 
impurity removed from the skin at one 
‘*Cyclax”’ sitting is remarkabie. The 
result is wonderful refreshment and a 
transformation that is literally amazing ; 


in these treatments is the personal 
invention of Mrs. Hemming and is based 
on natural laws. Therein lies the won- 
derful efficacy of ‘‘ Cyclax’’ Treatments. 
Every single minute of every treatment 
is based upon the lessons of twenty-five 
years’ consultant experience and the data 
gathered in treating thousands of the 
world’s most lovely women. 

The advance bookings for this season 
are already heavy although Mrs. Hemming 
has a large staff of trained experts to 
carry out the treatments. It is advisable 


for ladies desiring a course of Treatments 
to book now. 


the difference after one sitting can 
actually be seen. Every preparation used 


The ‘‘Cyclax’’ Preparations are 
available for home Treatment— 


One week’s trial of the following preparations will at once convince 
you of the marvellous results obtained by the ‘‘Cyclax’? method. 
Mrs. Hemming will be most pleased to write fully on all matters 
appertaining to the care and health of the skin. 


“CYCLAX” Blended Lotion 
imparts a beautiful surface to the skin and is 
nourishing and protective. Price 4/6, 8/6, 
16/- and 30/-. 


“CYCLAX” Face Powder 
is the finest face powder existent and is most 
beneficial to the skin. Price 3/6 and 6/6. 


“CYCLAX” Skin Food 
is the only cream which is bracing and 
nourishing. Price 4/-, 7/6, 15/- and 28/-. 


“CYCLAX” Special Lotion 
clears the skin from all impurity and produces 
a paves complexion, Price 5/6 and 
10/6. 


Write for a complimentary copy of Mrs. Hemming’s Wonderful 


book—“ The Cultivation and Preservation of Natural Beauty.” 


Mrs. HEMMING, ] yclax’ 


13 & 14, (8B) NEW BOND ST., W.1. 
58, (B) SOUTH MOLTON ST., W.1.  ,ze2hns, 


Telephone : 
Regent 2563. 
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hid behind those long slits in the lean and terrible countenance, terrible eyes, twin points of the magnet that was drawing out 
wreathing now into a faint but significant grin of knowledge and his soul ! 

understanding as those dark holes, alight with horrible life, stared The clock ticked slowly, distinctly, into the dead silence; the 
back into Trelawney’s own? Gripping the edge of the mantel- tiny flop of a breaking coal, the cheep and scutter of a mouse 
piece hard with his trembling hands, the man tried dimly to pull behind the wainscot—otherwise, not a sound broke the hush of the 
himself together, to withdraw his gaze from those awful hollows, waiting-room where Jack Trelawney—clean, healthy Englishman— 
where his very soul seemed to be sinking, disappearing, being drawn clung to the stone mantel, drawing little sobbing breaths that 


into some wild and dark and 
horrible vortex, where sanity, 
decency, all that made him a 
man, must inevitably drown 
and vanish. Wider and wider 
wreathed the sardonic grin on 
the lean, leathern face, crossed 
and recrossed with lines of 
age-old evil, as the awful, 
blank black eyes glared into 
his; from them there seemed 
to flow a sort of spiritual 
miasma, a dark, slow flood 
of mental poison that was 
gradually, insidiously, flowing, 
trickling round and over Tre- 
lawney’s soul, slowly but with 
ghastly sureness sucking down, 
drowning, extinguishing all 
that went to make a strong, 
sane, well - balanced man. 
Heavy shudders shook the 
man’s body; his face was 
deathly white and shining 
with tiny beads of perspira- 
tion as he gripped the mantel- 
piece, the straining knuckles 
starting out white against his 
brown hand—staring, staring 
into the black hollows where force Niagara has. 
surely flamed two dark and wife couldn’t speak! 


The latest Humber Models more than maintain a reputation 
long since established and offer an attractiveness rarely found 
in cars of approximately the same cost. Comfort and 
elegance are combined with exceptional road performance, 
while the detail finish is everywhere of the very best. 
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Drawn by Norman Pett 


Gentleman (describing holiday abroad): It’s really marvellous the wonderful ; a theret 1, 
Do you know, when we first saw it, for a full minute my dye ; and again the blue flame 


barely stirred the warm air, 
his eyes blank and fixed, his 
mind wandering at large in 
strange and dreadful lands, 
ee Dim temples lit by 
pale torches, and strange 
masked figures that crouched, 
all silent, round an altar on 
which burnt a_ blue-green 
flame . . . the sound of 
faint chanting, a thin and 
awful .laughter, and at last 
one high-pitched scream of 
shrill and ghastly agony, as 
the blue flame leapt high and 
showed in the flash of a 
moment a _ knife dripping 
blood above a writhing form. 

- . Then swifter and 
more swiftly before the dulled 
eyes of the hypnotised man 
fled horror upon horror—dark 
glades where strange figures 
followed a faint flickering light 
to a distant hilltop, leaving the 
path behind them bloody; 
a whirl of cruel pale faces 
daubed with a crimson that 
stained more deeply than any 


rose thin into the midnight 
(Continued on p. xxiv) 
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UNBEAM 
Everything the Name 


Denotes 


From the smallest detail of design to their 
exquisite coachwork and beauty of finish, 
SUNBEAM ears are unrivalled. In value 
they challenge comparison with any really 
high-grade cars. 


A SUNBEAM ear opens up vistas of new 
pleasures wherever you travel. There is an 
unusually fine range of models shown in our 
new catalogue. 


THE SUNBEAM MOTOR CAR CO. LTD. 


Head Office and Works - - Wolverhampton 
London Showrooms and Export Department, 

, Princes Street, Hanover Square, W.1. 
Manchester Showrooms - = - 106, Deansgate 
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The Cover is again a master- 
piece of the famous Artist, 


and carries its own message. Its 
hundreds of pages arecrammed 
with illustrations of the wonderful array of things that have 
been gathered together under the Great Gamage Roof to make 
Christmas 1923 a memorable one in everybody’s memory. 
SEND FOR YOUR COPY TO-DAY 
MENTIONING “THE TATLER” 
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lake us to Gamages’ 


again becomes the Universal appeal of Barbara and Peter, Peggyand Jacky, 
and all the little folk as Christmas approaches. Last year’s recollections 
of the World Famous Bazaar have sunk deep in their young hearts. It is 
the appeal irresistible, Santa Claus will receive them at the Gates of his 


ENCHANTED CASTLE 


To disclose the wonderful surprises awaiting them is impossible for lack 
ot space. 
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i Dickens Dandi: 
: With all the Favourite Charac- : 
i ters the Great Novelist created. : 
: Meet Mr.Pickwick,Mrs.Gamp, : 
: Martin Chuzzlewit, Oliver = 
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ickens atmosphere. Nake = 
your plans for a Visit early. : 
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How to Reach Gamages 
CHRISTMAS BAZAAR 


‘Book Underground to Chancery Lane (Central London), 
or Farringdon St. (Met.). Over 20 'Bus Services pass 
Doors from ail parts. 2 Mins. walk M.E.T. and 
L.C.C. Trams (Grays Inn Road Terminus, Holborn). 
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o—Not Clean 
Not beautiful—not safe—those teeth 
with film left on them 


“Stop using the words ‘brush teeth’,” 
writes a famous authority. “ Urge 
people to ‘clean teeth ’—that’s some- 
thing far different.” 

Most people know that. They always 
brushed teeth twice daily. Yetoften they 
never had clean teeth or pretty teeth. 
They did not avoid tooth troubles. 


Now millions of people really clean 
their tzeth, using this new-day method. 
The whiter teeth now seen everywhere 
show one of the results. 


They combat film 

A viscous film constantly forms on 
your teeth. You can feel it now. 
It clings to teeth, gets between the 
teeth and stays there. 

Old brushing methods could not 
effectively combat it. So much film 
remained to cloud the teeth and affect 
them. 

Film absorbs stains, making the teeth 
look dingy. It holds food substance 
which ferments and forms acids. It 
holds the acids in contact with the 
teeth and the acids may cause decay. 

Most tooth troubles have a potential 
origin in film. Under old methods, 
those troubles constantly increased. 
Very few people escaped them. Beauti- 
ful teeth were seen less often than now. 


New methods now 
Dental science, after long research, 
found ways to fight that film. One acts 
to curdle film, one to remove it, 
without any harmful scouring. 


Pensoad 


Able authorities proved those meth- 
ods effective. Then a new-type tooth 
paste was created, based on modern 
research. And those two great film 
combatants were embodied in it. 

The name of that tooth paste is Pep- 
sodent. Now leading dentists the world 
over advise it. And careful people of 
some fifty nations employ it every day. 


Two things more 

Two other effects are quite as im- 
portant. Pepsodent multiplies the 
alkalinity of the saliva. That is there 
to neutralize mouth acids as they form. 

It multiplies the starch digestant in 
the saliva. That is there to digest 
starch deposits on teeth which may 
otherwise ferment and form acids. 

Pepsodent thus gives manifold power 
to these great natural tooth-protecting 
agents, while old methods reduced 
that power. 

It will delight 

The Pepsodent effects are quick and 
apparent. A ten-day test will surprise 
and delight you. It will bring to your 
home, as it has to millions, a new era 
in teeth cleaning. 

Send the coupon for a 10-Day Tube. 
Note how clean the teeth feel after 
using. Mark the absence of the 
viscous film. See how teeth whiten 
as the film-coats disappear. 

Then judge by what you see and 
feel how much your people need it. 
Cut out the coupon now. 
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The New-Day Dentifrice 


A scientific film combatant, which whitens, cleans and pro‘ects the teeth 


without the use of harmful grit. 
over. 


Protect the Enamel 


Pepsodent disintegrates the fim, 
then removes it with an agent far 
softer than enamel. Never use 
a film combatant which contains 
harsh grit. 


Colonial Addresses: 
Australia—137. Clarence St., Sydney. 
N.S.W Canada—191, George St.. 
Toronto: S. Africa—P.O. Box 6824 
Johannesburg : New Zealand—31, 

Hunter Street, Wellington. 


Readers resident in these countries 
may send coupon to above branches. 


Now advised by leading dentists the world 
Sold in two sizes—2/- & 1/3. 


1026 


10-DAY TUBE FREE. 


THE PEPSODENT COMPANY, 
(Dept. 129X), 
42, Southwark Bridge Road, London, S.E. 1. 


Mail 10-Day Tube of Pepsodent to— 


“ Tatler" 
Xmas No. 1923 


Give full address. Write plainly. 
Only one tube to a family. 
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skies, as the dance rose wilder and more terrible in that dread orgy 
where, naked and dreadful, man forgot he was man and made in the 
likeness of God, and returned, screaming and horribly glad, to his 
primeval filth. Now into the inner meaning of “ those 
that commit wickedness in high places”! Trelawney saw 
unspeakable obscenities, vileness beyond power of human imagina- 
tion, sin at the mere sight of which his very soul sickened and 
shrank within him—cowered, shrivelled and whimpering, in the 
storm of blood and fire and evil unspeakable that swept it. The 
grind of a car stopping outside broke across the silence, and 
suddenly, completely, the spell broke, and a livid, shaking 
Trelawney released his grip of the mantelpiece, and, fumbling for 
his handkerchief, wiped his wet brow. Yet it was not the old 
Trelawney—genial, jolly, open-hearted—that peeped between the 
thick curtains at Miles and Maisie ascending the steps, and, after 
rummaging in a drawer in the writing table, crouched away behind 
the thick drapery, one furtive hand clenched about the butt of a 
revolver. 

Laughing and chattering, Maisie came in, untying her grey veil 
from about her face. The old Trelawney ?—Was it the old Maisie 
who, glancing hurriedly about her, said in a whisper, “ It’s all right, 
darling,’ and, turning, held out her arms to Miles ? 

Trelawney’s fingers clenched tighter, but he forbore—no, let her 
hang herself completely, damn her, and the fellow, too. Wait— 
wait —and he’d got ‘em both Miles, his open brow 
creased by an anxious little frown, switched on the light and came 
half-hesitatingly forward. 

“Maisie —I don’t know whether I’d better stay. 
Jack?” 

Ill at ease, vaguely conscience-stricken, he stood, looking down 
at the girl on the hearthrug ; above them the mask grinned as she 
reached up to put her arms round his neck. 

“ Tack—Jack—he’s asleep, fed up with me for running away 
with you, Miles!” she laughed, drawing her slender length up 
against the soldier’s stalwart frame. Still uneasy, he held her away, 
frowning, puzzled. 

“Wait awhile, May. 
wrong to-night. I swear there is! 


Where’s 


Look here, old thing, there's something 
You—we never acted like this 
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” 


before and you know The lame sentence was 
drowned as she laid a slim hand across his mouth and laughed up 
into his troubled eyes. 

“Silly—don’t argue! Now you know you never kissed me 
yesterday—you stopped half way, you ungallant boy. 
Kiss me now, Miles—oh, kiss me, kiss me, kiss me !”’ 

- A red flame darted before Trelawney’s eyes as he saw their 
lips meet in a wildly passionate kiss; with a hoarse laugh of rage 
that, strangely enough, seemed to be echoed and surrounded by 
another and a more terrible laugh that seemed to fill and deafen the 
very air around him, he flung the curtain aside and stood revealed, 
the revolver levelled in his hand. Even as he pulled the trigger he 
saw the mask, sharply distinct in the light, its cruel mouth all awry 
with awful merriment, its blank eyes alight and blazing, watching 
him. 


“Jack! Jack! Jack, dearest—look at me!’ Surely it was 
Maisie’s voice, her old loving, darling voice, shaking with tears and 
full of love; from a long way off, it seemed to Trelawney, that 
voice penetrated ‘through a thickness of gloom and dark terror and 
anguish that had for untold ages hidden him. 

With a great effort he opened his eyes, and, blinking up in 
the strong light, looked straight into his wife’s anxious face and, 
above it, Miles’ square, honest countenance, fixed in a portentous 
frown of anxiety. Feebly reaching after memory, Trelawney 
whispered, 

““Maisie—Miles! Why—I thought you—what’s happened? 
Have I dreamt everything?” He struggled into a sitting position, 
his head against Maisie’s knees, and on doing so his foot knocked 
against something, and he glanced down with a sudden cry. The 
mask lay in pieces on the hearthrug, its evil face twisted and 
battered out of all recognition. He stretched out a curious hand, but 
Maisie stopped him with a cry of dismay. 

“Don’t, Jack-——don’t you touch it again! It’s brought us all 
three to the brink of the most ghastly mess; leave it there till 
morning, and, the maids shall throw it away, and we'll forget 


about it.” 
(Continued on p. xxvi) 
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Trelawney’s eyes, rapidly regaining their old brightness and 
sanity, widened as he looked from Miles to her and back again. 
The soldier nodded frankly, and kicked . 

a fragment of the mask away. 

“Then it’s not’ true—it didn't 
happen?” Flushing a dull scarlet, 
Miles nodded, and Maisie gripped her 
husband's hand. 

“There’s no use lying, Jack, old 
man. For a crazy hour or two— 
while this beastly horror was hanging 
there, only—-something seemed to take 
us both by the throat. I swear that 
though I’ve always been awfully fond 
of May asa brother, I never had the 
remotest feeling for her any other 
way—nor she for me, I'll take my 
solemn oath. But somehow, 
as I say, for a few hours something 
happened to us both, but it’s gone 
now for ever, and everything’s clear 
again. You do believe me, old man?” 

Trelawney’s old frankly affectionate 
glance met his as he held out his 
hand. 

“You don’t need to ask, my dear 
old chap. Now things are 
coming back to me again. I remem- 
ber now, faintly, some of the awful 
things I seemed to see when I was 
looking at the mask: I seemed to go 
off into a sort of dream of sacrifices 
and magic, and the Lord knows what 
sort of horrors. 

Maisie suddenly broke in. 

“TI believe you were right all along, 


THE CIGARETTE 


before it, and tried to get them again. 
murdering his wife was just done under the same influence, lt 


A charming photographic study of Miss April Harmon, 
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I believe old Schroeder's 


all seems like some impossible dream 

Trelawney shuddered as he py 
his arms round his wife and buried his 
head in her soft shoulder. 

“Good God! To think I nearly 
fed the vile thing with a double 
sacrifice to- night ; how I missed you } 
don’ t ed St : 

You slipped a little on the polished 
floor,” supplied Miles,. “and that just 
saved us all, for your shot went wide 
and crashed full into the mask. It fel} 

.on the hearthrug, and you made for 
me, and we rolled about fighting each 
other; you were still mad, but the 
minute the mask smashed May and 
I got sane at once, and the one thing 
she was screaming about the whole 
time was for me not to hurt you! 
Well, that scrap of ours finally flat- 
tened the thing to smithereens, so all’s 
well. And we're all three out of the 
most awful danger we're ever likely to 
meet this side of Hell, where I believe 
that devilish mask was made.” 


“How did you know it was the 
mask ?” Trelawney asked. 

“Because once in India I came 

across something the same _ sort of 


thing—and I had a funny feeling abou: 
the thing directly I saw it,” said Miles, 
for once shedding his English dislike 
of admitting any belief in the super- 


Janet Jevons 


Jack. It must have been a thin piace aa ne pupil of Madame Geraldine Ulmar, and under- natural. “And what made me bang 
somehow used to having blood sacrifices studied Miss Enid Stamp Taylor in ‘‘ The Cabaret Girl” certain was that the second the thing 
(Comtinued ov p, xxviii) 
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Finest Value in 
Finest Furs 


Our very beautiful collec- 
tions of Fur Coats, Wraps 
and Stoles cover an 
unusually wide range of 
style. 
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at the Root! 


Cutting the top of a corn off 
with a razor or burning it off 
with caustic lotions, plasters, 
etc., doesn’t do any good. It may 
do great harm by causing infec- 
tion or even blood poisoning. 


Also it hurts and the root just sprouts 
right up again, so your corn soon has 
a brand new top, making it bigger and 
more painful than ever. The top is only 
dead skin anyway. The business end 
of acorn is the little pointed part or core 
that extends down into the toe. Thatis 
what hurts when it presses on sensitive 
nerves, and it is the part you have to get 
out. A good handful of Reudel Bath 
Saltrates dissolved in a gallon or so 
of hot water will soften corns and 
callouses, like water softens soap. 
Just soak them in this for a while, then 
take hold of the corn with your fingers, 
and out it will come, root and all. The 
refined Reudel Bath Saltrates costs 


The most advance fash- 
ions in Furs, as well 
as essentially practical 
models, are being shown 
in our Salons. There are 
designs to suit every type, 
and each is marked’ in 
plain figures at the lowest 
possible price. 


The New Model Coat on the 
left is designed in fine quality 
Persian Lamb and is priced at 


105 Gns. 


The Wrap in fine quality Mole 
is suitable for day or evening 
wear. 


very little, and any chemist will have 

it. A half-pound is sufficient to rid 

the whole family of all foot troubles. 81 Gns. 
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Catalogue containing | | 0 designs 
will be sent upon request. 
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was broken the—well, the sort 
of passion that May and I had 
for each ogee vanished as clean 
as a whistle, and the one thing 
we both wanted was to stop you 
hurting yourself till you came to 
your senses! . . . Took longer 
with you, I suppose, since you let 
the thing hypnotise you more or 
less, from what you say; any- 
way, thank heaven it’s smashed 
and done for, and nobody else 
can suffer what we've been 
through. Now, with your per- 
mission, May, I’m going to gather 
up the bits of the thing and 
burn ’em.” 

Maisie shivered as she watched 
the shovelful of fragments, care- 
fully collected, placed at the back 
of the fire, then gave a sudden 
cry of fright—with a crackle the 
electric lights fused as a lean 
blue flame leapt roaring up the 
chimney. For a brief second it 
seemed that a huge wind, fierce 
and savage, swept the cosy room 
with a hot breath like the sudden 
opening of a furnace door, and 
the ghastly blue of the dancing 
flame lit up their white faces 
with an awful radiance, livid and 
terrible. The roar of the wind 
and the flames seemed to soar 
and scream as if something in 
frenzied, impotent rage shook an 
invisible fist at them, shrieking 
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fury and baffled evil as it fled; 
then ina flash it passed as the 
blue flame disappeared up the 
chimney, and through the win. 
dows came peeping in the light 
of the fresh and wholesome dawn, 


A LESSON FOR GEORGE 


—-continued. 


day the victim of George’s right- 
arm punch undoubtedly earned it, 

George had seen enough and 
more than enough. To _ have 
one’s chivalrous instincts played 
upon just to satisfy the whim of 
a mischief-loving actress was bad 
enough. To have the degrad 
ing exploitation of those instincts 
recorded for public amusement 
was “the limit.’ The George 
Seymour who left the picture 
palace was very different from the 
George Seymour who had entered 
it fifty minutes earlier. His pride 
had shrivelled, his heart had 
shrunk, so much so that the pre- 
possessing attendant who wished 
him good-night got only a frowr 
for her pains. George had become 
a cynic. 

There is only one thing nowa. 
days that commends a woman 
to George Seymour. She must 
have black hair—the blacier the 
better. 
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with a razor or burning it off 
with caustic lotions, plasters, 
etc., doesn’t do any good. It may 
do great harm by causing infec- 
tion or even blood poisoning. 


Also it hurts and the root just sprouts 
right up again, so your corn soon has 
a brand new top, making it bigger and 
more painful than ever. The top is only 
dead skin anyway. The business end 
of acorn is the little pointed part or core 
that extends down into the toe. Thatis 
what hurts when it presses on sensitive 
nerves, and it is the part you have to get 
out. A good handful of Reudel Bath 
Saltrates dissolved in a gallon or so 
of hot water will soften corns and 
callouses, like water softens soap. 
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Our very beautiful collec- 
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possible price. 


The New Model Coat on the 
left is designed in fine quality 
Persian Lamb and is priced at 


105 Gns. 
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and out it will come, root and all. The 
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the whole family of all foot troubles. 


The Wrap in fine quality Mole 
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wear. 
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was broken the—well, the sort 
of passion that May and I had 
for each opher vanished as clean 
as a whistle, and the one thing 
we both wanted was to stop you 
hurting yourself till you came to 
your senses! . . . Took longer 
with you, I suppose, since you let 
the thing hypnotise you more or 
less, from what you say; any- 
way, thank heaven it’s smashed 
and done for, and nobody else 
can suffer what we've been 
through. Now, with your per- 
mission, May, I’m going to gather 
up the bits of the thing and 
burn ’em.” 

Maisie shivered as she watched 
the shovelful of fragments, care- 
fully collected, placed at the back 
of the fire, then gave a sudden 
cry of fright—with a crackle the 
electric lights fused as a lean 
blue flame leapt roaring up the 
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fury and baffled evil as it fled, 
then ina flash it passed as the 
blue flame disappeared up the 
chimney, and through the win. 
dows came peeping in the light 
of the fresh and wholesome dawn, 


A LESSON FOR GEORGE 


—continued. 


day the victim of George’s right- 
arm punch undoubtedly earned jt, 

George had seen enough and 
more than enough. To have 
one’s chivalrous instincts played 
upon just to satisfy the whim of 
a mischief-loving actress was bad 
enough. To have the degrad 
ing exploitation of those instincts 
recorded for public amusement 
was “the limit.’ The George 
Seymour who left the picture 
palace was very different from the 


chimney. For a brief second it George Seymour who had entered 
seemed that a huge wind, fierce it fifty minutes earlier, His pride 
had shrivelled, his heart had 


and savage, swept the cosy room 
with a hot breath like the sudden 
opening of a furnace door, and 
the ghastly blue of the dancing 
flame lit up their white faces 
with an awful radiance, livid and 
terrible. The roar of the wind 
and the flames seemed to soar 
and scream as if something in 
frenzied, impotent rage shook an 
invisible fist at them, shrieking 


am 


i 
Six Wise 


A charming. picture of the well-known young actress and a devoted 
adherent 


/ r Miss 
Winnie 
Melville, 


Ladies 


who have proved the success of the wonderful 
Pamoil method of Permanent Waving. Miss 
Winnie Melville, the famous actress, writes :— 
“TI should like you to know how very satisfied I 
with your new PAMOIL hair-waving 
process. It is almost incredible that waving 
so quickly accomplished can be permanent. 
It aiso seems to have a tonic effect on the hair. 


_ 


PAMOIL WAVING is as comfortab.e as a scalp massage. No 
TUBES, STEAMING PADS, STRINGS, PLIERS, SCISSORS, 
or BORAX are used, and the actual time of heating is but 


SIX MINUTES, 


Foulsham & pbanfield 


MISS TONIE BRUCE AND A LITTLE FRIEND 


Belore Treatment. 


Smooth up the loose skin as 
shown in this illustration ; 
you will then see what a 
wonderful 
this slight alteration makes 
in ‘your appearance—yet it 
is but an indication of what 
is accomplished every day, 


shrunk, so much so that the pre- 
possessing attendant who wished 
him good-night got only a frowr 
for her pains. George had become 
a cynic. 

There is only one thing nowa. 
days that commends a woman 
to George Seymour. She must 
have black hair—the blacicer the 
better. 
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difference even 


After Treatment. 


REJUVENATED. 


Y a most remarkable method which is completely upsetting any 
and all of the hitherto known and practised treatments for 
the re‘uvenation of the features, I positively remove the loose 

skin from around the eyes, and I restore to the sagging cheeks 


the contour of youth in a few days. 


This method, which I have 


personally evolved during my fifteen years’ practice in London ang 
abroad, is based on approved scientific principles and facts; it is the 
only one which permanently restores Youth and Beauty to the /ace. 


PAMOTIL 


PERFECT PERMANENT WAVE In London alone I have successfully treated over six thousand Clients. 
Wann U REA ET AEST or Tee The actual results which my method produces on the Face can 
be seen at my Consulting Rooms daily from 11 a.m. to 5 p.m. 
Consultations are free and without any obligation. Ladies who 


are unable to call are invited to correspond on the subject. 


HYSTOGENE 


40, BAKER STREET vrortman sovarn) LONDON, W.1 


’Phone : Mayfair 5846. 
Established 1910. Hours from 11 a.m. to 5 p.m. 
——————— 


: sl 


FRONT WAVINGS from 35/- 


Operated by skilled experts, each one with at 
least ten years’ actual experience under the 
personal supervision of Mr. G. Aldworth, who 
has been originating and developing this difficult 
art for over seventeen years. 


3 Write for Booklet, “All about Pamoil 
nee PAMOL Waving,” to Dept. T. 
:Shampoo Powders, 


t ideal i i e : 

‘hair; No-trstanaats? A.D WORTH & CO. 

No. 2 9 3: 

: Rowe arieans Bask 4,: (G.Aldworth & F.W.Hornett) *Phone: Mayfair 1502. 
385 T, Oxford Street, London, W.1. 


: Henna and Camomile. : 
:3 for 1/3, host free. Next door to Bond St. tube, opposite Maison Lyons. 
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